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The Printers to the Reader. 


$32226q He dedication of this work having been 
3 [22 made by the Authour to the Divine Ma- 
BE je/ly oncly,how ſhould we now preſume 
LP to intereſt any mortall man in the patro- 
”& nage of it? Much lefſe think we it meet 
to ſeek the recommendation of the Muſes, for that 
which himſelf was confident to have been inſpired by 
a diviner breath then flows from Helicov. The world 
therefore ſhall receive it in that naked fimplicitie, with 
yehich he left it,withour any additioneither of ſupport 
or ornament, more then isincluded in itſelf, We leave 
;t free and unforeſtalled to every mans judgement, and 
tothe benefit that he ſhall finde by peruſall. Onely for 
{the clearing of ſome paſſages, we have _ itnot 
unfit to make the common Reader privie to ſome few 
particularities of the condition and diſpoſition of the 
Perſon; . 

Being nobly born, and as eminently endued with 
vifts of the minde, and having by induſtrie and happy 
education perfeed them to thar great height of excel= 
lencie, whereof his fellowſhip of Trinitie Colledge in 
Cambridge, and his Orator-ſhip in tHe Univerlitie, 
together with that knowledge which the Kings Court 
had taken of him,conld make relation farre IS OI- 
cinarie. Quitting both his deſerts and all the opportu- 
faities that he had for worldly preferment, he betook 
lumſelf to the SanRuarie and Temple of God, choo- 
lng rather to {exe at Gods Altar,then to ſeek the ho. 
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Rour of State-employments. As for thoſe inward en- 
forcements to this courſe(for outward there was none) 
which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witnefle of, 
they detract not from the freedome , bur adde to the 
Honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enabkd 
him,ſo he accounted him meet not onely to be called, 


 butto be compelled to this ſervice: Wherein his faith- 


Full diſcharge was ſuch,as may make him juſtly a.com- 
panion to the primitive Saints, and a parterfi or more 
for the ape he livedin, ; 

To effi his independencie upon all others, and 
#© quicken his diligence in this kindeghe uſcd in his or- 
dinarie ſpeech, when he made mention of the bleſſed 
name of our Lord and Saviour Jeſus Chriſt, to adde, 
My Maſter. 

Next God, he loved that which God himſelf hath 
magnified above all things, that is, his Word: fo as he 
Hath been heard ro make ſolemne proteltation, that he 
would not part with one leaf thereof for the whole 
gyorld, if it were offered him in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church and 
ahe diſcipline thereof was Gngularly remarkable, 
Though be abounded in private devorions, yet went 
he every morning and evening with his familie to the 
Church;and by his example,exhortations,and encou- 
ragements drev the greater part of his parithioners to 
accompanie him duly in the publick celebration of 
Divine Service. 

As for worldly matters, his love and eſteem to them 
was ſo little , as no man can more ambutiouſlly ſeek, 
then he did earneſtly endeayour the refignation of an 
Ecclefiaſticall dignitie,which he was poſſeflour of. But 
God permitted not the accompliſhment of chis deſire, 
having ordained him his inſtrument for reedifying of 
the Church belonging thereunto, that had layen rut- 


nated almoſt rwenty yeares, The reparation whereot, 
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having been uncf-Qually attempted by publick col. 
lecions, was in the cnd by his own and ſome feve 
others private free-yill-offerings fuccesfully effeRed. 
With the remembrance yyhereof , as of an eſpeciall 
200d work,when a friend went about to comfort hina 


on his death-bed, he made anſwer, It is a good work, | 


if it be ſprinkled with the blowd of Chriſt: otherwiſe 
then in thns reſpe& he could finde nothing to glorie or 
_—_ himſelf with, neither m chis,nor in any other 
thing. 

And theſe are bur a fevy of many that might be ſaid, 
which vye have choſen to premiſe as a glance to ſome 
parts of the enſuing book, and for an example to the 
Reader. We conclude all with his own Motto, with 
whuch he uſed to conclude 3ll things that mighe ſeem 
w tend any way to his ovwn honour; 


Laſſe then the leaſt of Gods wercier. 
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« The Dedication, 


| - Ord, my firſt-fruits preſent ID to thee, 
Lre ot wine neither: for from thee they came, 

And muſt return. Accept # then and me, 

Aad make us ftrive, who ſhall ſmg beſt thy Name. 
T urs their eyes hither, who ſhafl make a gain: 
T heirs, who ſhall hurt themſelves or me, refraig. 
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| . YHE 
CHURCH-POR CH. 
© Perirrhanterium, 
x Hou whoſe ſcer youth and early hopes 
72 . inhance 
<2 Thy. rate and price, and mark rhee for a 
4 ; . treaſurez | 
HF EIGHf. Hearken unto a Verler, who may chance 
Rhymethee to good, and make a bait of pleaſure, 
A verſe may tinde him, who a ſermon flies, * 
And turn delight into a ſacrifice, 
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Beware of luſt: ir doth pollute and foul 
\Yhom God in Baptiſme waſht with his own bloud, 
It blots thy Icflon written in thy ſoul; 
T he holy lines cannot be underſtood. 
How dare thoſe eycs upon a Bible look, 
Much lefle towards God,whoie luſt 15 all their bool? 


\Whoily abſtain, or wed. Thy bountcous Lord 
Allows thee choice of paths: take no by-wayesz 
Bur gladly welcome what he dorhafford; 
Not grudging that thy luſt hath bounds and ſtayes, 
Continence hath hs joy: yeigh both and {o 
If rottennefle have more, let Heaven go. 


If Gai had laid all common, certainly 
Man would have been thincloſer; but fince now 
God hath impal'd us, on the contrary 
Man breaks the fence, and every ground will plough. 
O what were man,might he himſelf miſplace! 
Sure ta be croſſe he would ſhift feer and tace, 
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2 _ The Church-porch, 


en SME Sb IT 
Drink not the third glafſe which thou canſt nor © 


When once it/is within thee; but before 


' Mayſt rule it, as thou liſt; and poure the ſhime, 


Which it would poure on thee, upon the floore. 
It 1s moſt juſt co'throw thit os the ground, 


Which would throw me there, if I keep the round. 


He that is drunken, may his mather kill 

Bigge with his fiſter: he hath loſt the reins, 

Ts outlawd by himſelf: all kinde of ill 

Did with his liquour flice into his veins, 
T hedrunkard forfeirs Man, and doth deveſt 
All worldly right, fave what he hath by Beaft, 


Shall I,to pleaſe anothers wine-ſprung minde, 
Loſe all mine own? God hath givin me a meaſure 
Short of tus canne, and bodie: muſt I finde -. 
A painin that, wherein he findes a pleaſure? . 
Stay at the third glafſe: if thou foſe thy hold, 
Then thouart modeſt, and the wine grows bold. 


_—_ 


If reaſon move not Gallants, quitthe room, 
(Allina ſhipwrack ſhifr their ſeverall way) * 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe; F 
Be not a beaſt in courteſie; but ſtzy,© 
Stay at the third cup, or forgo the place, 
Wine above all things doth Gods ſtamp deface, 


Yet, if thou ſinnz in wine or wantonneſſc, 
Boaſt not thereof, nor make thy ſhame thy glorie.. 
Frailtie gets pardon by. ſubmufliveneſie; 
But he + boaſts, ſqurs that. out of his ſtorie. 
He makes flat warre with God, and doth defie 
With his poore clod of carth the ſpacious skie. - 
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The Church-porch, 3 


Take not his name, who made thy mouth, in yain: 
It gets thee nothing, and hath no excule, 
Luſt and wine plead a pleaſure, ayarice gain: 
Bur the cheap / won through his open fluce 
Lets his ſoul runne for nought, as little fearing, 
Were I an Epicure, I could bare ſwearing. 


When thou doſt tell anothers jeſt, therein 
Omit the oathes, which true wit cannot need: 
Pick out of tales the mirth, but not the fiane, 
He pares his apple, that will cleanly feed, 
Play not away the vertue of that name, (t1me. 


Which is thy beſt ſtake , when griefs make thee 


The cheapeſt ſinnes moſt deerly puniſh arez 
Becauſe to ſhun them alſo is lo cheap: 
For we have wit to mark them, and to ſpare, 
Ocrumble not awiy thy ſouls fair heap. 
Tf thou wilt die, the gates of hell are broad: 
Pride and full finnes have made the way a road, 


Lie not; but let thy heart be true to Gad, 
Thy mouth to ir, thy ations to them both: 
Cowards tcll lies, and thoſe that fear the rod; 
The ſtormie working ſoul ſpirs lies and froth, 
Dare to be true, Nothing can need a ly: 
A fault, which needs it mctt, grows two thereby, 


Flic idleneſſe, which yet thou canſt not flic 

By drefling,muſtreſſing, and complement. 

Tf thoſe take up thy od the {unne will crie 

Againſt thee: for his light was onely lent. ( thers 
God gave thy ſoul brave wings; put not thoſe fea- 
Intoa bed, to ſlcep ou all ill weathers, 
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Art thou a Magiſtrate? then be ſevere: 
If Rudious, copic fair what time hath blurr'd; 
Redeem truth from-his jaws: if ſouldier, 

Chaſe brave employments with a naked ſword 


Throughout the world. Fool not:for all may have, 


If they dare try,a glorious life, or grave, 


O England, full of finne, but moſt of ſloth! 
Spic out thy flegme, and fill thy breaſt with glorie: 
Thy Gentry bleats, as if-thy nativecloth 
Transfus'd a ſheepiſhnefle into thy ſtorie: 

Nor that they al] are ſo; but that the moſt 

Are gone to graſle, and in the paſture loſt, 


T his lofle ſprings chiefly from our education, * 
Some til their ground, but let weeds choke their ſonne: 
Some mark a partridge, never their childes faſhion: 
Some ſhip them over, and the thing is done, 

Stiidie this art, make it thy grear defigne; 

And if Gods image move thee not, let thine, 


Some great eſtates provide, but do not breed 
A mailt'ring minde; fo both are Joſt thereby: 
Or cls they breed them tender, make them need 
All that they leave: this is flat povertie, 
For he that needs five thouſand pound to live, 
Is full as poore as he thar needs but five, 


The way to make thy ſonne rich, is co fill . 

His minde with reſt, before his trunk with riches: 
Eor wealth yvithout contentment, climbes a hill 
To feel thoſe tempeſts which fly over ditches. 

Burt if thy ſoune can make ten pound his meaiure, 
'Fhen alt thou addeſt may be call'd his treaſure.” 
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The Church- porch;7 


When thou doſt purpoſe ought ( within:thy power ) 
Be ſure to do it, though it be but ſmall. 
Conſtancie knits the bones, and makes us ſtowre, 
When wanton pleaſures becken vs to thrall. 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeirerh himſclf: 
What nature made a ſhip, he makes a ſhelF. 


Do all things like a man, not ſneakingly: 
T hink the king ſees thee ill; for his King does, 
Stmpring is but a lay-hypocriſie: 
Give it a corner, and the clue undoes.. 
Who fears to do ill, ſers himſelf to task: - 
Who fears to do well, fure ſhould wear a mask. 


Look to thy mouth:' diſeaſes enter there. 
Thou haſt two ſconſes, if thy ſtomack call, 
Carve, or diſcourſe; do not a famine fear. 
Who carves, is kinde to two; who talks, to all, 
Look on mcat, think it dirt, then ear a bit; 
And fay withall, Earth to earth I commit. 


Slight thoſe who ſay amidfi their ſickly healths, 


'Thouliv' by rule. What doth not ſo but man? 


Houſes are built by rule, and commoen-wealrhs, 
Entice the truſty ſunne, if thit you can, 
From his Eclptick line;becken the skie. 
Who lives by rule then, keeps 20ud companie, 


Who keeps no guard upon himſelf, isſlack, 
And rots to nothing at the naxt great thaw, 
Man is a ſhop of rules, a.well-crufs'd pack, 
Whoſe every parcell under-writes a law. 
Loſec not thy ſelf, nor give thy humours way: 
God gave them to thee under lock and key. 
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6 The Church: porch. 


By all means uſe ſometimes to þe alone, 

Salute thy ſelf : ſee what thy ſoul doth wear, 

Dare ro look in thy cheſt; for 'tis thine own : 

And tumble up and down what thou find'ſt there, 
Who cannor reſt till he good fellows findc, 
He breaks up houſe, turns out of doores his minde, 


Be thrifty, but not covetous: therefore give 
Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due. 
Never was ſcraper brave mon, Get to live 
' hen live, and uſe it: els, it is not true 
Thar thou haſt gotten. Surely uſe alone 
Makes money not a concmprible ſtone, 


Never excced thy income, Youth may make 
Ey'a with the yeare: but age, if it will hit, 
Shoots a bow ſhort, and lefiens ſtill his ſtake, 
As the day leflens, and his life with ir, 
Thychildren, kingred, friends upon thee call; 
Betore thy journey. fairly part with all. 


Yet inthy thriving (11]l miſdoubt ſome evil; 

Leſt gaining gain on thec, and make thee dimme 

To all things els. Wealth is the conjurers devil; 

Whom when he thinks he hath, the devil hath him 
Gold thou mayit ſafely rouch; bur if it ſtick 
Unto thy hands, it woundeth to the quick. , 


What skills it, if a bag of ſtones or gold 
About thy neck do drown thee ? raiſe thy head; 
Take ſtarres for money; ſtarres not to be told 
Ry any art, yet to be purchaſed. 
None is ſo waſtfull as the ſcraping dame: 
She loſeth three for one; her ſoul, reit, fame. 
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The Charch- porch, 


By no means runne in debt; tzke thine own meaſure. 


Who cannot live on twentie pound a yeare, 
Cannot on fourtie: he's a man of pleaſure, 
A kinde of thing that's for irſclf roo deere, 


The curious unthrift makes his cloth too wide, - 


And ſpares himſelf, but would his taylor chide, 


Spend not on hopes. They that by _—_ 


clothes 


Do fortunes ſeek, when worth and ſervice tail, 
Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes,? 


And are like cmptie veſlels under (ail, 


Old courtiers:-know this: therefore ſet out ſo, 


As all the day thou mayft hold oucto go. 


In clothes, cheap handſomneſſe doth bear the bell. 


Wiſdome's a trimmer thing, then ſhop c're 


But, This with my diſcretion will be brave 


. 


Say notthen, This with that lace will do we 


» 
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Much curiouſgefle is a perpetuall wooing 
Nothing with labour, folly long a doing, 


Play not for gain, but ſport. Who playes for more 
Then he can loſe with pleaſure, ſtakes his heart; 


Perhaps his wives too, and whom ſhe hath 
Servants and churches allo. play their part. 


bore: 


Onely a herauld, who that way doth pafle, 
Findes his cracktnameat length inthe chucch-glaſle 
«7 - 


If yet thou love prone at ſo deere a rate, 
Learn this, that 


ach old gameſters deerly coſt: 


Doſt loſe? riſe up::doſt winne? riſe in that ſtate, 


Who ſtrive to fit out loſing hands, are loſt, 
Game is a civil gunpowder, in peace 


Blowing up houſes with their whole increaſe. 
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O The Church: porth, 

In Converſation Boldricfle now beatsſyvay, 

But know that nothing can ſo fooliſh be, 

As empty boldnefſe: therefore firſt aflay 

To ſtufte thy minde with ſolid braveriez 
Then march on gallant :ger ſubſanitiall worth. 
Bolduneſfle gilds Fneky': ' and will-ſer it forth; 


Be (cet to all. Is thy complexion-ſoyvre? 


' Then keep ſuch companie;” make them thy allay: 


Ger aſharp' wife, a (etv:nt that will lowre: 
A ſtumbler tumbles lealt in rugged way, - + 


Cormitiind thy ſfin'chief.'He lifes yearre knoyvs 
Whomialthis* paſſions follow;as he goes, +: 


Catch not ar quarrels, He that dates nor ſpeik 
Plainly ant! homte,iscoward of the two. - * 
Thinkyot ly Fathe atev'ry tyoſcch vill BrezÞ: * 
By grear deeds thew/? that rhon cant litfle do; 
And do'thethi not: thatNhaff chy wiſdome bez 
And rhange thy temperance into braveric. -' 


If that thy fame with ev'ry toy be pos'd, 


*Tis a thinne vwebbe, which poyfonous fancies make: 


But the great ſouldiers horibur was cgmpos'd 

Of thicker ſtuffe, which would endure a ſhake. * 

— Wiſdome picks friends; cwilitie phyes the reſt, 
A toy ſhunn'd cleanly pafleth yith the beſt, 


Laugh not too much: the Wwittic man laughs teaft; 

For wit is neyvs onely to 1gnokance. 

Lefle at thine, ovvn things Ttugh; eſt in the joſt*- 

"Thy perſon ſhare, and the Conceit advance, © * 
Make not thy ſport, abuſes: for the fly * 

| That feeds on dug, is coloured thereby. i 
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The Church-pojch. 


Pick out of mirth, like tones out of thy ground, 
Profanenefle, filthinefle, abngveneſfle, 
T heſe are the ſcum, with which courſe wits abound: 
The fine may ſpare theſe well, yet not go leſfle. 
All things are big with jeſt: nothing thar's plain 
But may be ywitrie, if thou haftthe vein, 


Wit's an unruly engine, wildly ſtriking 
Sometimes a friend, ſometimes the engineer: 
Haſt thou the knack? pamper it not with liking: 
Bur if thou want it, buy it not too deere, 
M1ny affeRing wit beyond their power, 
Have got to be a deare fool for an home. 


Y 


A (ad wiſe valour is the brave complexion, 
That leadsthe van, and ſwallows up the cities. 
The gigler is a milk-maid, whom infeRion 
Or a fir'd beacon frighteth from his dirties, 
Then he's the ſport: the mirth thenin him reſts; 
And the ſad man is cock of all his jeſts, 


T owards great perſons uſe reſpeRive boldnefſe: 
That temper gives them theirs, and yer doth rake 
Nothing trom thine: inſervice, care or coldnefle 
Dothratably thy fortunes marre or make. 

Feed no man in his finnes : for adulation 

Doth make thee parcel-devil in damnation. 


Envie not greatnefſe; for thou mak'ſt thereby 
Thy ſelf the worſe, and ſo the diſtance greater. 
Be not thine own worm: yet ſuch jealouſie, 

As hurts not others, but may make thee benter,; 
Is a good ſpurre, Corre@thy paſſions ſpite, 
Then may the beaſts _ thee to happy light. 

5 


When 


——_— 


10 The Church-porch, 

When baſeneſle is exalted, do not bare 

The place its honour, for the perſons ſake. 

The thrine is that which thou doſt venerate; 

And not the beaſt, that bears it on his back, 
Icare not thoughthe cloth of State ſhould be 
Not of rich arras, but mean tapeſtrie, 


Thy friend put in thy boſome; wear his eyes 

Still in thy heart, that he may ſee what's there, 

Tf cauſe require, thou art his ſacrifice; 

Thy drops of bloud muſt pay down all his fear: 
Burt love is loſt, the way of friendſhip's gone, 
Thovgh David had his Fonathan, Chriſt his Fohna 


Yet be not ſurety, if thou be afather, 

Love is a perſonall debt. I cannotgive 

My childrens right, nor ought he take it; rather 

Both friends ſhould die, then hinder them to liye. 
Fathers firſt enter bonds to Natures ends; 
Aad are her ſureties, ere they are a friends. 


If thou be ſingle, all thy goods and ground 

Submit to love; but yet not morethen all. 

Give one eſtate, as one life. None is bound 

To work for two, who brought himſelf ro thrall, 
God made me one manz love makes me no more 
Tilllabour come, and. make my weaknefle (core. 


In thy diſcourſe, if thou deſire to pleaſe, 
All ſuch is courteous, uſefull, new , or wittie, 
Uſefulnefle comes by labour, wit by caſe; 
Courteſie grows in court; news in the citie, 
Get a good ſtock of theſe, then draw the card: 
Tharkiits him beſt, of whom thy ſpeech is heard, 
; Entice 
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'S: The Church-parch 


Entice all neatly rowhat they know beſt; 
For ſo thou doſt thy ſelf and him a pleaſure; * 
( Bur a proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, 


Rather then ſhew his cards ) ſteal from his treaſure 


What to ask further. Doubts well raig'd do lock 
The ſpeaker to thee, and preſerve thy Rock, 


If thou be Maſter-gunner,{pend not all 

That thou canſt ſpeak, ac once; but husband it, 

And give ten turns of ſpeech: do not foreſtall 

By laviſhnefſe thine own and others wit, 
Asif thou mad'ſt thy will. A civil gueſt 
Will no more talk all, then ear all the feaſt. 


Be calm in arguing; for fierceneſſe makes 
Errour a fault, and truth diſcourteſie, 
Why ſhould 1 feel another mans miſtakes 
More then his ſicknefſes or povertie? 
In love I ſhould: but anger is not love, 
Nor wiſdom neither: therefore gently moye. 


Calmneſle is great advantage: he that lets 
Ancther chate, may warm him at his fire, 
Mark all his wandrings,and enjoy his frets 
As cunning fencers ſuffer heat to tire, 


Truth dwells not in the clouds:the bow that's there, 


Doth often aim at, never hit the ſphere. - 


Mark what another ſayes: for many are 


Full of themſelves, and anſwer their own notom 
Take all into theez then with equall care 
Balanceeach dramme of reaſon, like a potion. 
If cruth be with thy friend, be with them both; 
Shaxe inthe conqueſt, and confelkt atrothe - 


Be 
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Be uſefull where thou liveſt, that they miy 
Both want and wiſh thy pleaſing preſence ſtill,” 
Kindnefſſe, ' good parts, greatiplaces'are the way - 
To compaſlt this, Finde out mens wants and will 
| And meet them there. All worldly joyes go lefle 
To the one joy of doing kindnefles. 7 


Pitch thy behaviour low, thy proje&s high; © _ | 

So ſhalt thou humble and magnanimous be: + ; . 

Sink notin ſpirit, Who aimeth at the sky,. 

Shoots higher much then he thar means a tree, 

A grain ofglorie mixt with humblenefle * 
' Cures both a fever and lethargickneſſe, 


Let thy minde ſtillbe bent, ſtill plotting where,, . + 
Andwhen, and hovy the banefle may be done, + 
Slacknefle breeds worms; but the ſure eraveller, 
Though he alight ſometimes, ſtill goeth on. 

Aive and ſtirring ſpirits live alone. 

Write on the others, Here lies ſuch a 0ne. 


dd FA, 1 i. 


Slight not the ſmalleſt loſle, whether it be 
Inlove or honour: take account of all; 
Shine like the ſunne in every corner : ſee 
Whether thy ſtock of credit ſwell, or fall. 
Who ſay, I care nor, thoſe I give for loſt; 
And to inſtru them,*rwill nor quit the coft. 


WAA Jl) 4 


Scorn no mags love, though of a mean degree; 
(Love is a preſent for a mightie king) * 
Much lefſe make any one thine enemie, | 
As gunnes deſtroy, ſo may alittle ſling. 

The cunning workman never doth refuſe 
The meanc{Z tool, that he may chanceto uſe. 
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All forrain wiſdome doth amount to this, 
| To take all thatis given; whether wealth, 
_ Orlove; of PUginges norhing comes amiſſe;- 
Ie A good digeſtion tyrneth-all to health;, © . 
fe And then,as farre as fair behaviobr may, 
| Strike off all ſcores; none are ſocleare as they. 


Keep all thy native gaod, and natardlizt' . 

All forrajh of chat name bur ſcorn their ile ©; 

Embrace'their aQryenefe, fior.yanities, | 

Who foltows all thinss, forfeiterh his wilt,” 

. If thou obſerveſt ſtrangers in each'fit, ** 
Intimethey'l cunne thee out of all thy wit. * 


Aﬀe& inthings about thee cleanlinefle, 
Thar all may gladly board thee, as a floyre. * 
Slovens take up their ſtock of noiſomnefle 
Beforehand, and anticipate their laſt houre. 
Let thy mindes ſweeteſt have his operation 
Upon thy body, clothes, and habitation. 


In Almes regard thy means, and others merit, 
Think heay'n a berter bargain then to give 
Onely thy finzle market-money for it; 
Joyn hands with God to make a man to live. 
Give to all ſomething; to a good poore man, 
Till thou change names, and be where he began. 


Man is Gods image; but a poore nan is 
+ | Chrifts ſtamp to boot: both images regard. 
\ Godreckons for him, counts the favour his: 
Write, $0 mzuch giv'n to God; thouſhalr be heard; 
Let thyalmes go before, and- keep heav'ns gate 
Open for thee; or both'may come too lite. 
I Reſtore 
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Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time: 

A tithe purloin'd cankers the whole eſtate. . _ 

Sundayes obſerve: think, when the bells do chime, 

'Tis angels muſickz therefore come nor late. 

| God thendeals bleſſings: If a king did ſo, 
Who would not haſte, nay give, toſec the ſhow? 


Twice onthe day his due js underſtood; 

For all the week thy food {6 oft he gave thee. 

Thy cheere js ended 3 bate not of the food, 

Becauſe 'rig better, and perhaps may ſave thee. 
Thwart not th' Almightie God: O be not croſie. 
Faſt when thou wilt; but then 'tis gain, not loſe, 


Though private prayer be a brave defigne, 

Yet publick hath'more promiſes, more love: 

Aad love's a weight to hearts, to eyes a figne, 

We all are but cold ſuitours; let us move 
Where it is warmeſt, Leave thy fix and ſeven; 


Pray with the moſt;for where moſt pray,is heaven, 


When once thy foot enters the church, be bare. 
God is more there then thou: for thou art there 


Onely by his permiſſion, Then beware, , 


And make thy (elf all reverence and fear. 
Kneeling ne're ſpoil'd (ilk ſtocking: quit thy ſtate, 
All equall are within the churches gate, 


Reſort to ſermons, but to prayers moſt: 

Praying's thc end of preaching. O be dreſt; 

Stay not for thi other pin: ywhy , thou haſt loft 

A joy-for itworth worlds. Thus hell doth jeft 
Away thy bleſſings, and extreamly flout thee, 
Thy clothes being faſt,but thy ſoulooſe abour thee, 


In 


kh) A wc is GA had we 


<= T' 7 


e, 


WW? 


olle, 
"ſes 


aven, 


tate, 


The Church-porch: | I5 


In time of ſervice ſeal up both thine eyes, 

And fend them tothine heart; that ſpying finne, 
They may weep out the ſtains by them did riſe: 
Thoſe doores being ſhut, all by the eare comes in, 
Who marks inchurch-time others ſymmetric, 
Makes all their beautic his deformitie, 


Let vain or buſie thoughts have there no part: 
Bring not thy plough, thy plots, thy pleaſures thirher, 
Chriſt purg'd his remplez ſo muſt thou thy heart. , - 
All worldly thoughts arg but theeves meer together 
Tocouzen thee. Look to.thy aQions well: 
For churches are either our heay'n or hell. 


Judge not the preacher; forhe is thy Judge: 
If thou miſlike him, thou conceiy'{t him not. 


| Godcalleth preaching folly, Do not grudge 


To pick out treaſures from an earthen por. 
The woxſt ſpeak ſomething good: ifall want ſenſe, 
God takesa text, and preacheth patience, _ , . 


He that gets patience, and the blefſing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath nor loſt his pains. 
He that by being at church eſcapes the ditch, 
Which he might fall in by companions, gains. 
He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 
With ſaints on earth,ſhall one day with them ſhine, 


Jeſt not at preachers.language or expreſſion: 
How knowſt thou but thy finnes made him miſcarrie? 
Then.turn thy faults and his into confeſſhon? 
God (chit him, whatſoe're he be; O carry, 
And love him for his Maſter: his condition, 
Though it be ill, makes him no ill > mn d 
| one 
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None ſhall in hell ſuch bitter pangs endure, 
As thoſe who mock at Gods way of ſalyarion. - 
Whom oyl and balſames kil}, what ſalye can cure ? 
They drink with greedinefſe a full damnation, 

The Jeyvs refuſed thunder; and we, folly, 

Though God do hedge us in,yer. who is holy? 


Jumme up at night what thou haſt done by day; 
And in the morning vhar thou haſt todo. 
Drefle and undrefle thy ſoul: mark the decay 
And growth of it: if with thy watch, that too 
Be down, then winde up both: fince we ſhall be 


Moſt ſurely judg'd, make thy accounts agree. 17 
In brief, acquit thee brayely ; play the man, +8 T 
Look not on pleaſures as they come, but go. | Th 
Deferre not the leaſt yerruc: lifes poore ſpan 
Make.nort an ell, by trifling in thy wo. ak 


If thou do ill, the joy fades, not the pains: 
Af well, the paindoth fade, the joy remains, 


; (. & | 


 Superliminare. _ 


Hou, whom the former precepts have 

Sprinkled , and taught how to behave 
Thy iclf in church; approach, and raſte 
The chtirches niyſticallrepaſt., 
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Void profaneneſſez come not here: 
Nothing but holy, pure, and cleare, 
Or that which 7 ren tO be ſo, 
May at his perilt further go, 
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A Hzanr alone 


Is ſuch a fone | 
As nothing but] 
Thy power doth cur. | 


Wherefore each part 
Of my hard heart 
Meets in this frame , 


To praiſe thy name: 


A broken ALTax, Lord, thy ſervant reares, 


Made of a heart , and cemented with teares | 


Whoſe parts are as thy hand did fme, 
| No workmans tool hath touch'd the ame, 


| 


3 


a 266 hn, 
7 hat , if I chance, to hold my peace, 


Theſe ones to praiſe thee may not ceaſe, 


O ler thy bleſſed Sacriraices be mine, 


thine, 


— 
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4 The Sacrifice. 


$ -- all ye, who paſſe by, whoſe eyes and minde 


To worldly things are fhirp, but to me blindeg 


reares,| | 19 me, who took eyes that T might you finde; 
| IWa ever grief like mine? 
teares , 
___) | The Princes of my people make a head 
© Againſt their Maker: they do wiſh me dead, 
e. Who cannot wiſh, except I give them bread, 
Wa ever grief like mine? 
Without me each one, who doth noyy me brave, 
Had to this day been an Ezyprian {1've, 
They uſe that power againſt megwhich ! gave, 
Wa ever grief like mine? 
Mine own Apoſtle, who the bag did bear, 
Though he hid all I had, did not foibear 
Toſell me alfo, and to put me there, 
Wa evergrief, Of c+ 
For thirty pence he did my death deviſe, 
Who at three hundred did the ointment prize, 
3 Nat half ſo ſweet as my ſweet ſacrifice, ' 
; l I ever grief, & c 
"—, | Therefore my ſoul melts,and my hearts deare treaſure 
nine , Drops bloud (the onely beads) my words to meaſure: 
hi Oh lt this cup paſſe, if it be thy pleaſure. 
an , Wuazever griefy & c+ 


* | Theſe drops bcing temper'd with a finners tears, 
eee A Balſome are for both the Hemiſpheres, | 
the. - Curing all wounds, bur mine; all, bur my tears, 
The 


Was ever grief, & 6+ 


Yet 


Yet my mo ſleep: I cannotgain 
One houre of watching; but their drowſie brain 
Comforts not me, and doth my dorine ſtain. 

| Wa ever grief like mine? 


Axiſe,ariſe, they come. Look how they runne! 

Alas! what haſte they make to be undone! 

Hove with their lanterns do they ſeek the ſunne! 
Was ever grief, &c. 


With clubs and taves they ſeck me, as a thief, 
Who am the way of truth, the true relief, 
Hoſt true ro thoſe who are my greateſt grief. 

| Was ever grief, @'c. 


Fudaz, doſt thou betray me with a kiſlc? 
Cagſt thou finde hell about my lips? and miſſe 
Of life, juſt ar the gates of life and blifſe? =, 

Y os Was ever grief, &c. 
See, they tay hold on me, not with the hands 
Of faith, bur furie:yct at their commands 
T ſuffer binding, who have loog'd their bands. 

; © Waevergrief, ©c. 


All my __ fleefear puts a barre 

Betwixc my friends and me, They leave the ftarre 

That brought the yiſe men of the Eaſt from farre, 
Wa ever grief, &c 


Then from one ruler to another bound 
They leade mc; urging; that it was not ſound 


Whar I taught: Comments would the text confound. 


IV as ever grief, & c- 
The prieſt and rulers all falfe witneſſe ſeek 
Gainſt him, who ſeeks not-life, but is the meek 
And ready Paſchal Lambe of this great week. 
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Then they accuſe me of great blaſphemie,” * - 2 
That I did thruſt into the Datie, © | IT 
Who never thought that any robberie.. 

NS © + | Wa ever grief like mine? 
Some ſaid, that I the Temple to the floore + *- _ 
In three dayes rar'd,and raiſed ay before, ' 
Why, he that built the world can 'do much more, 

| 'Was ever grief, & 6. 


Then they condemne me all with that ſame breath, - 
Which I dogive them daily, unto death. 
Thus Ada my firſt breathingrendereth, 
| Wa ever grief, &c. 
They binde, and leade me unto Herod: he 
Sends me to Pilare. This makes them agree; 
Bur yet their friendſhip is my enmitie, 
| Was ever grief, &c. 
Herod and all his bands do ſer me light, 
Who teach all hands to warre, fingers toifight, - 
And onely am the Lord of hoſts and mighs.. 
Wa ever grief, & 6. 
Herod in judgement fits, while ] do ſtand; 
Examines me witha cenſorious hand: / 
I him obey, who all thingselſe command.” *''* + * 
| Wa ever grief, & > 
The Jews accuſe me with deſpitefulnefle; 
And vying malice with my gentleneſie, 
Pick quarrels with their onely happineſſe. 
'< £1; | Wa ever grief, & ce 
I anſwer nothing, but with patience prove 
If tony hearts will melt with gentle love. 
But who docs hayvk at cagles with a dove? / 
Wa ever grief, &c. ka 
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22 ' The Church, 
My filence rather doth augment their crie; 
My dove doth back into my boſome flie, 
Becauſe the raging waters ſtill are high, 


Was ever grief like mine? | 


Heark how they crie aloud Kill, Crucifie: 
It 4 nor fit be live a day, they cric, 
Who cannot live lefſe then eternally. 
Was ever grief, fc. 


Pilate, a ſtranger, holdeth off; bur they, 
Mine own deare people, cry, Away, Away, 
With noiſes confuſed frighring the day. 

Wa ever grief, &c. 


Yer ftill they ſhout, and crie, and ſtop their eares, 

Putting my life among their finnes and fears, 

And therefore wiſh wy bloud os them and theirs. 
Wa ever grief, &c. 


See how ſpite cankers things! Thele words aright 

Uſed, and wiſhed, are the whole worlds light: 

But hony is their gall, brightneſſe their night, 
Wa ever grief, &'c. 


They chooſe a murderer, and all agree 
In him to do themſelves a courtefae; 
For it was their oyvn cauſe who k:lled me. 
Was ever grief, &@ 6 


Anda ſeditious murderer he was: 

Bur I rhe Prince of peace; peace that doth paſſe 

All underſtanding, more then heav'n doth glaſſe. 
Wa ever grief, (fc. 


Why. Ceſar is their onely King, not T: 

He clave the ſtonie rock, when they were dric; 

* Butſurely nor their hearts, 3s I well trie. 

Was ever grief, &'c. 
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The Church.” 
Ah! how they ſcourge me;! yer'my tenderneſſe 
Doubles cach laſh: and yet their bitterneſle 
Windes up my grief to a myſteriouſnefle. 
ple wht ; Waevergrief like wine? 
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They buffer me, and box me as-they lift, - EY 
Who graſp the. earth and heaven with my 6, 
And never yet, whom I would punith, mils'd. 

| Wa ever grief, &c. 


Behold, they ſpit on me in fcornfull wile, | 
Who by my ſpittle gave the blinde man eyes, 
Leaving his blindaefle-to mine enemies,  - 
8 FS Wa ever grief, &'c. 

My face they cover, though it be divine, 
As Moſes face was vailed, ſois mine, 
Leſt on their double-dark ſouls either ſhine, 

| Wa ever grief, &'c. 


Servants and abjets flout me; they are wittie: 
Now propbefie who ſtrikes thee, is their dittie, 
So they ip me denie themlelyes all pitie. 

Wa ever grief, &c. 


And now I am dcliver'd unto death, 
Which each one calls for ſo with utmoſt breath, 
That he befoxe me well nigh ſuffereth, 

| Wa ever grief, &'c. 


Weep not, deare friends, fince I for both have wept 
When all my tears were bloug, the while you ſlept: 
Your tears for your owa fortunes ſhould be kept. 

_ Wa ever grief, &6+ 


The ſouldiers leade me to the common hall; 

T here they deride me, they abuſe me all; 

Yet for tyelye heay'nly legions I could call, 

Wa ever grief, @ c- 
Then 


Then withafcarler nds they:me , 

Which ſhevws my bloud to be the _ Way 

And cordial left to Rook mansdecay.;! 
12.3% + WW asever grief panes 


Then on my WYFEES A 6f thorns wear: 
For theſe arc aM the Sin doth bear, / iv 
Thoughts ye vine' planted and watred there. 

-: + \ Waevergrief, &c. 


So ſits the earths grevt curſe in Ademofall 

. Upon miyhetd{{oFremeve itall - -:. | 

From thi wor unto wy brows, ard beir the Fg 
$ 5% Watevergrief,&c. 


Then with the reed they gave to me before, /- ! | 
They ftrike my head, the rock from whence _ Bore 
Of ney oY leffings iſſue evermore. 

' Waevergrief, 6. 


They bowe their kntests me;and' ery, Ha# king." 

What eyer ſcoffes os ſcornfulneſſe'can bring, 
Iam rhe pooh fink, where they ir fling, . 

. 'S 4. We evergrief, OC. 
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Yet ſince mans ſcepters art asfrail as reeds, ”- : - 

Andthorry all their ctowtis, bloudie eng *. 

| who am m crudf,corm' inta truth their deeds, 
Was ever grief, &6. 


The ſonldiers alſo ſpitupon that face, 

Which'Afgels did:defire to have the grace, 

And Prophers 'once to fee, but foundno place, 
*%$ Waevergrief, Oc. 


Thus trinimnied forth they bring meto the ront, 
Who Crucifiebin cry with one ſtrong ſhonr, 
God holds his peace at man, and man cries out, 
' Wa ever grief, &fc. _ 
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23 
They leade me in once more, and putring then 
Mine own clothes on, they lezde me our agen. 
Whom devils flie, thus'is -he roſs*d of men. 
Wa ever grief like fine? 


And now wearie of ſport,glad to ingrofſe 
All ſpite in one, counting my life their lofle, 
They carrie me t@ my moſt bitter croſle. 


, * Wasever grief, &'s. 


My crofſe I bear my (elf, untill I faint: 

Then Simon bears it for me by conſtraint, 

The decreed burden of each morrtall Saint. 
Was ever grief, & c- 

O all ye who paſſe ty, behold and ſee: 

Hrs! af pale ol I muſt gf the rreez 

The tree of life to all, but onely me. 


Wa ever grief, & ce 


Lo, here T hang, charg'd with a world of finne, 
The greater world o'th*. two: for that came in 


. By words, bur chis by ſorrow I muſt win. 


\Wa ever grief, &@ 6+ 


Such ſorrow, as if finfull man could feel, 
Or feel his part, he would not ceaſe to kneel, 
Till all were melted, though he were all cel. 


Wa evergrief, & 
Bur, O wy God, wy God! why leav'ſt thou me; 


The Sonne, in yyhom thou doſt delight to be? 
My God, ty God-==o——- 


Never wa grief like mine. 


Shame tears my ſoul, my bodie many a wound; 


Sharp nails pierce this, bur ſharper that confound; 


Reproches, which are free, while I am bound, 
mY ever grief, &c. 
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Now heal thy ſelf, Phyſician; now come down. 
Alas! I didſo, when 1 left my crown 

And Fathers ſmile for you, to feel his frovyn, 


Wa ever grief like mine? 


In my not my ſelf, there-doth conſiſt 
All that ſalvation, which ye now reſiſt; 
Your ſaferie in my ſicknefle doth ſubGiſt. 


Wa ever grief, &'c. 


Berwixt two theeyes I ſpend my utmoſt breath, 
As he that for ſome robberie ſuffereth, 
Alas! what have I Rollen from you? death. 

Was ever grief, Oc. 


A King my title is,prefixt on high; 
Yer by my ſubjeRs I'm condemn'd to die 
A ſervile death in ſervile companic. 
Wa ever grief, &c. 


They gave me vineger mingled with gall, 
But more with malice: yer, vhen they did call, 
With Manna, Angels food, I fed them all. 

Was ever grief, Oc. 


' They part my garments, and by lot diſpoſe 
My coat, the type of love, which once cur'd thoſe 
Who ſought for help, never malicious foes, 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Nay, after death their ſpite ſhall furthergo: 

For they will pierce my fide, 1 full well know; 

That as finne came, ſo Sacraments might floyy, 
Wa evergrief, @c. 


But now [I die; noy all is finiſhed, 

My wo, mans weal: and now I bowe my head, 

Oaely let others ſay, when Iam dead, 

Never was grief like mine. 
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CE The Thankſgiving. 


H King of prief! / a title ſtrange, yet true, 
Tothee &* all Ke onely 44 

Oh King of wounds! how ſhall I grieve for thee, 
Who in all grief preventeſt me? 

Shall I weep bloud? why, thou haſt wept ſuch ſore 
That all thy bodie was one doore, 

Shall I be ſcourged, flouted, boxed, ſold? 
'Tis but totell the tale is told, 

My God, my God, why doſt theu part from we? 
Was ſuch a grief as cannot be, 

Shall I then ſing, skipping, thy dolefull ſtorie, 
And fide with thy triumphant glorie ? 

Shall thy ſtrokes be my Inns, my flower? 
Thy rod, my poſie? crofle, my bower ? 

But how then ſhall I imitate thee, and 
Copie thy fair,though bloudie hand? 

Surely I will revenge me on thy love, 
And trie whe ſhall riRorious prove. 

If thou doſt give me wealth, I will reſtore 
All back unto thee by the poore. 

If chou doſt give me honour, men ſhall fee 
Thehonour doth belong to thee. 

I will not marry; or, if ſhe be mine, 
She and her children ſhall be thine. 

My boſome friend, if he blaſpheme thy name, 
I will tear thence his love and fame, 

One half of me being gone, the reſt I give 
Unto ſome Chappell, die or live. 

As for thy paſſion-—-But of that anon, 
When with the other Thave done. 

For thy predeftination, Ile contrive, 
That three yeares hence, if I ſurvive, 
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Ile build a ſpittle, or mend common wayes, 
But mend mine oyn without delayes. 
Then I will uſe the works of thy creation, 
| As if I ug'd them bur for faſhion. 
The world and I will quarrell; and the yeare 
| Shall not perceive that I am here, 
My muſick ſhall finde thee, and ey'ry firing 
Shall have his attribute to ing; 
That all together may accord in thee, 
And prove one God, one harmonie, 
Tf thou ſhalt give me wit, it ſhall appeare, 
If thou haſt giv'n it me, 'tis here. 
Nay, I will reade thy book, and never move 
Till I have found therein thy love; 
"Thy art of love, which Ile turn back on thee, 
O my deare Saviour, Vicorie! 
"Then for thy paſſhon-—-I will do for that--- 
Alas, my God, I know not what. 
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« The Repriſall. 


} _ — it, and finde 
There is no dealing with thy mightie paſſion: 
For though I die for thee, I am behinde; 

My ſinnes deſerve the.condemnation. 


Omake me innocent, that T 
May give a diſemangled ftate and free: 
And yet thy wounds ſtill my attempts defie, 
For by thy death I die for thee, 


Ah! was it not enough that thou 
By thy eternall glorie didſt outgo me? 
Couldſt thou not griefs ſad conqueſt me allow, 
| Bur in all vi&'ies overthrow me? 
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Yet by confeſſion will I come 

Tnto the conqueſt. Though I can do nought 
Again thee, in thee I will overcome 

The man, who once againſt thee fought. 


_ 


@ The Agonie. 


PHiloſophers have meaſur'd mountains, 
Fathom'd the depths of ſeas, of ſtates, and kings, 
Walk'd with a ſtaffe to heay'n, and traced fountains; 

' But there are two vaſt, ſpacious things, 
The which to meaſure it doth more behove: 
Yet fevy there are that ſound them; Sinne and Love. 


Who would know Sinne, let him repaic 
Unto mount Oliver; there ſhall he ſee 
A man ſo wrung with pains, that all his hair, 
His skinne, his garments bloudie be, 
Sinne is that preſſe and vige, which forceth pain 
To hunt his cruel food through ev'ry vein. 


Who knows not Love, let him affay 
And taſte that juice, which on the crofle a pike 
Did ſet again abroach; then let him ſay. 

It ever he did taſte the like, 
Love is that liquour ſweet and moſt divine, 
Which my God feels as bloud; but T,as wine. 
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« The Sinner. 


Ord, how I am all ague, when. I feck 
L Whar I have treaſur'd in my memorie! 
Since, if my ſoul make even with the week, 


Each ſeventh note by right is due to thee, 


I finde there quarries of pil'd vanities, 
But ſhreds of holinefle, that dare not venture 
To ſhewtheir face, fince crofle to thy decrees: 
There the circumference carth is, heav'n the centre. 


In ſo much dregsthe quinteflence is (mall: 
The ſpirit and good extra of my heart 
Comes to about the many hundredth part. 

Yet Lordreftore thine image, heare my call: (grone, 
And though..my hard hearr ſcarce to thee can 
Remember that thou once didſt yrite in ſtone. 


—. _ ppt — wy 


GEE 


& Good Friday. 


'$} My chief good, 

Hoy ſhall I meaſure out & bloud? 

How ſhall 1 count what thee befell, 
And each prief tell 


Shall 1 thy woes 

Number according to thy foes? 

Or, fince one ftarre ſhow'd thy firſt breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


Or ſkall each leaf, 
Which falls in Aucumne, ſcore a grief? 
Or cannot leaves, bur fruit, be figne 
Of the true vine? 


Then 
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Then lereach houre 

Of thy whole life one grief devoure; 

T hat thy diſtrefle through all may runne, 
And be my ſunne, 


Or rather ler 

My fev'rall fianes their ſorrows get; 

T har, as each beaſt his cure doth know, 
Each finne may ſo... 


Since bloud is fitteſt, Lord, to write 

Thy ſorrows in and bloudie fight; 

My heart hath ftore; write there, where in 
One box doth lie both ink and finne: 


That, when Sinne ſpics ſo many foes, 

T hy whips, thy nos thy wounds,thy woes, 
All come to lodge there, Sinne may ſay, 

No room for me, and flic away, 


. Sinne being gone, oh kill the place, 


And keep poſſeſſion with thy grace; 
Left Sinne rake courage and return, 
And all the writings blot or burn. 


4 


q Redemption. 


Aving been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
H Not thriving, I reſolved tobe bold, 
And make a ſuit unto him, to afford 
A new (\mall-rented leaſe, and cancell th* old. 


In heaven at his manour I him ſought: 
They told me there, that he was lately gone 
About ſome land,yyhich he had deerly bought 
Long fince on carth,to take poſſeſſion, | , 
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I firaight return'd, and knowing his great birth, 
Sought him accordingly in great reſorzs; 
In cries, theatres, gardens, parks, and courts: 
Ar length I heard a ragged noſe and mirth 
| Of theeves and murderers; there I him eſpied, 
Who itraight,Tour ſuit # granted,ſaid,8& died, 


—" 


Sepulchre, 

Blefſed bodice! Whither art thou thrown? 
O No lodging for thee, but a cold hard ſtone? 
So many hearts on earth,and yer not one 

Receive thee ? | 


Sure there is room.within our hearts good ſtore; 

For they can lodge tranſgreflions by the (core: 

Thouſands of toyes dwell there, yer out. of doore: 
They leaye rhe. 


But that which ſheves them large, ſhews them unkit. 
What ever ſinne did this pure rock commit, 
Which holds thee now? Who hath indited it 
Of murder ? 
( thee, | 

Where our hard hearts have took up ſtones to brain Þ 
+ And miſsing this, moſt falſly did arraigne thee; | 
Oncly theſe Rones in quiet entertain thee, 

And order, 


And as of old the Law by heay'nly art 

Was writ in ſtone; ſo thou, which alſo arc 

T he letter of the word, find'ft no fit hearr 
To hold thee, 


Yet dowe ſtill perſiſt as we began, 
And ſo ſhonld periſh, but that nothing can, 

Though it be cold, hard, foul, from loving man 
5 g * * Withhold thee, 
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Iſc heart; thy Lord is riſen. Sing hispraiſe 
Without delayes, 
Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewiſe 
With him mayf riſe; 
That, as his death calcined thee roduſt, 
His life may make thee gold,and much moxe juſt. 


Awake, my lute, and ſtruggle for thy parr 
© 2 With all thy art, 
T he crofle taught all wood to reſound his name, 
Who bore the ſame. 
His ſtretched finews taught all firings, what key 
Is beſt to celebrate this moſt high day. | 


Conſort. both heart and lute, and twiſt a ſong 
Pleaſant and long: 

Or, fince all muſick is but three parts vied. 
And multiplied; . 

O ler thy bleſſed Spirit bear a part, rs? 

And mike upour defeRs with his ſweet art, . 


I got me flowers to ſtrayy thy way; 

I got me boughs off many a tree: 

But thou waſt up by break of day, 

And brought'ſt thy ſweets along with thee, 


The Sunne ariſing in the Eaſt, 

Though he give light, and th* Eaſt perfume; 
If they ſhould offer to conteſt — 
With thy ariſing, they preſume, 


Can there be any day bur this, 
Though many ſunnes to ſhine endeavour? 


. We count three hundred, but we mifſe; * 


There is bu one, and that one ever, 
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Lord, who created(t man in weatth and ſtore, 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Tilt he became 
Moſt poore: 


_ With thee 
O let me riſe 
As larks , harmoniouſly ; 
And fing this day thy viQories: 
Then ſhall the fall furcher the flight in me: 


— — 


« Eaſter-wings.. 
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My tender age in ſorrow did beginne : 
And till with ſickneſſes and ſhame 
Thou didſt ſo puniſh ſnne, 
That I became 
Moſt thinne, 


With thee 
Let me combine, 
And feel this day thy yiforie: 
For, if I imp my wing on thine, 
 AfiRion ſhall . advance the flight in me: 
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q H. Baptiſme. 
' A S he that ſees a dark and ſhadie grove, 
A Stayes not, but looks beyond it on the skie;. 
So when I view my finnes, mine eyes remove 
More backward ſtill, and to that water flie, 


Which is above the heav'ns, whole ſpring and rent 
; Is in my deare Redeemers pierced fide, ' 

O bleſſed ftreams| either ye do prevent 
And ſtop our ſ{ranes from growing thick and wide, 


Or elſe give tears to drown them, as they grow. 
In you Redemption meaſures all my time; 
And ſpreads the plaiſter equall to the crime. 
You taught the book of life my name,thatſo 


What ever future finnes ſhould rae miſcall, 
Your firſt acquaintance mighrdiſcredit all. 


© H. Baptiſme:. - 
Jince, Lordto thee.-: 
A narrow Way and little gate' | 
Is all the paſſage, on my infancie 
Thou didft lay hold, and — 
. My faith in me. 


O let me ſtill : 
bo Write thee great God , and me a chulde:; 
Let me be ſoft and ſupple to thy will, | 
Small to my ſelf, ro others milde, 
Behither ill, 


Although by ſtealth 
My fleſhget on; yet ler her ſiſter 
My ſoul bid nothing, but preſerve her wealth: 
The gromthof fleſhis but a bliſter; 
Childhood is health. 
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.-q Natute. 
Ul of rebellion, I would die, 


Or fighr, or travell, or denie 


That thou haft ought to do with me, 


Otame my heart! 
Tris thy higheſt ax: 
To captivate ftrong-holdsto thee, - - 51S > 16 


If thou ſhalt let this venomie lurk, 
And. in ſuggeſtions fume and work, 
My ſoul will turn to bubbles ſtraight, Lo 
And thence by kinde: + 
Vaniſh into a winde,. - * 
Making thy workmanſhip deceit.. | 


O ſmooth my rugged heart, and there 
Engrave thy rev'xend Law and fear: . 
Or make a new one, fince the old 
» Is ſaplefle grown, 
And a much fitter ſtone 
T9 hide my duſt, then.chee to hold, . © 
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5 © Sinne, Eat 
Ord; with what care hzft thou begirt us round! 
Parents firſt ſeaſon us; then ſchoolmaſters * 


Deliver us to laws; they ſend ys bound- * 
To rules of reaſon, holy meſſengers, 


79's 


Pulpirs and ſundayes, ſorrow dogging finne, 
F AfMiitions ſorted, anguiſh of- al Gaes, 


Fine ners and ftratagems to catch us in, 


Bleſſings 


Bibles Jaid open, millions of ſurpriſes 
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Bleflings beforchand, tyes of gratefulneſle, 
The ſound of gloxieringing in our eares: 
Withonr, our ſhame; within, our conſciences; 

Angels and grace, eternall hopes and fears, 


Yer all theſe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning boſome-fnne blows quite away. 


Leen 


q Affliction. 
Hen firſt thou didſt entice to thee my heart, 
| I thought the ſeryice brave: 
So mafly joyes I writ down for my part, 
Beſides whar I might haye 


Our of my ſtock of naturall delights, 

Augmented with thy gracious benefics, 

I booked oa thy furniture ſo fine, 
And made it fine to me: 

Thy glorious houſhold-ſtuffe did me enine, 
And 'tice me unto thee. 

Such Rarres I counted mine: both heay'n ang earth 

Payd me my wages ina world of mirth, 


What pleaſures could I want, whoſe King I ſerved, 


Where joyes my fellows were? 


Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved 
IF No by prick or fear. 

Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught at the place, 

And made her youth and fiercenefſe ſeek thy face. 


At firſt thou gav't me milk and ſyeerneſſes; 
| I had my wiſh and way: 
My dayes were ſtraw'd with flow'rs and happinefle; 
There was no moneth bur May. 
But with my yeares ſorrow did twiſt and groyy, 
And made a partic unayates for wo, =» 
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My fleſh began unto my ſoul in pain, 
Sicknefſes cleave my bones; 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, 
And tune my breath togrones. 
Sorrow was all my ſoul; I ſcarce beleeved, 
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived, 


When I got health, thou took'ſt away my life, 
And more; for my friends die; 
My mirth and edge was loft; a blunted knife 
Was of more uſe then ], 
Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 
T was blowa through with ev'ry ftorm and winde, 


Whereas my birth and ſick rather took 


he way that takes the town, 
Thou didſt betray me to a lingring book, 
And wrap me in a gown. 
I was entangled in the yorld of ſtrife, 
Before I had the power to change my life, 


Yet, for I threatned ofc the ſiege ro raiſe, 
| Not fwpring all mine age, 

Thou often didſt with Academick praiſe 
Melt and diflolye my rage. 


; Trook thy ſyweetned pill, till I came nearez 


I could not go away, nor perſevere, 


Yet, leſt perchance I ſhould too happic be 
ws = - ——_— 
Turnipg m e to food, thou throweſt me 
PI ; "Y Into more ſicknefles, 
Thus doth thy power crofſe-bias me, not making 
Thige own gift good, yet me from my wayes taking, 
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Bleflings beforchand, tyes of gratefulneſle, 
The ſound of gloxieringing in our eares: 
Withonr, our ſhame; within, our conſciences; 

Angels and grace, eternall hopes and fears, 


Yer all theſe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning boſome-finne blows quite away. 


_ my —— -—y — 


| — c— 


q Affliction. 

Hen firſt thou didſt entice to thee my heart, 
| I thought the ſervice brave; 
So mafly joyes I writ down for my part, 
| Beſides what I mighas 


Out of my ſtock of naturall delights, 
Augmented with thy gracious bene6; 


I looked on thy furniture ſo fine, 
And made} 

Thy glorious houſhold-ſtuffe did 
And ' tice 1 
Such Rarres I counted mine: both 
Payd me my wages ina world of 


What pleaſures could I want, whol 

Where joyesu 

Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts r3 
: No place for griet & 

Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught at the place, 

And made her youth and fiercenefle ſeek thy face. 


Art firſt thou gav'it me milk and ſyeernefles; 
| I had my wiſh and way: 
My dayes were ſtraw'd with flow'rs and happinefle; 
There was no moneth but May- 
But with my yeares ſorrow did twiſt and grow, 
And made a partic unayeares for wo, =» 
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My fleſh began unto my ſoul in pain, 

| Sicknefſes cleave my bones; 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, 
| And tune my breath to grones. 
| Sorrow was all my ſoul; I ſcarce beleeved, 
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived, 


| When 1 got health, thou took'ſt away my life, 
| And more; for my friends die; 
My mirth and edge was loſt; a blunted knife 
Was of more uſe then I. 
zeart, | Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 
ez: Þ| TI was blowathrough with ev'ry ſtorm and winde. 


x my birth and yu rather took 
he way that takes the town, 
ecray me to alingring book, 
And wrap me in a gown. 
'n the yyorld of ſtrife, 
wer to change my life. 


oft the ſiege roraiſe, 
; Not fimpring all mine age, 
with Academick praiſe 

Melt and diflolve my rage. 
ectned pill, till T came neaxez 
Fx £0 away, nor perſevere, 


Yer, leſt perchance I ſhould too happic be 
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Turnipg m e ro food, thou throweſt me 
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efles | Thusdoth thy power crofſe-bias me, not making 
x: May- | Thige own gift good, yet me from my wayes taking, 
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Now I am here, what thou yilt do with me 

None of my books will ſhow: 
I reade, and figh, and wiſh I were a tree; 

For ſure then I ſhould grow 
'To fruit or ſhade: art leaſt ſome bird would truſt 
Her houfhold to me, and I ſhould be juſt, 


Yet, though thou troubleſt me, T muſt be meek; 
: In weakneflſe muſt be tout, 
Well,T hn" gethe ſervice, andgo ſeek 

Some other maſter out. 
Ah my dea.c God! though I am clean forgot, 
Let me not love thee, if I loye thee not. 


”— 4 


'  Repentance. 


= ,I confeſſe my ſinne is great; 
Great is my ſinne. Oh! gently treat 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momentanie bloom; 
Whoſe life ſtill prefling 
b, Is one undretfing, 
A ftcadie aiming at a tombe, 


Mans age is tyyo houres work, or three; 
Each day doth round about us ſee. 
Thus are we to delights; but we are all 
; To ſorrows old, 
If life be rold 
From what life feeleth, Adams fall, 


O let thy height of mercie then 
Compaſſionate ſhort-breathed men. . 
Cut me not off for my moſt foul tranſgrefſion. 
=, 1 wa avenge . 
My fooliſhneſſe; . 
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| Thy wormwood turn to health,windes to 
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Sweeten at length this bitter bowl, - 
Which thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul: 


For if thou ſtay, 
I and this day, 
As we did riſe, we die together, 


When thou for finne rebukeſt man, 
Forthwirh he waxeth wo and wan: 
Bitternefle falls our bowels; all our hearts 
Pine and decay, 
. , And drop away, 
And carrie with them th' other parts, 


But thou wile finne and grief deftroy; 
That ſo the broken bones may joy, 
And tune together in a well-ſer ſong, 
Full of his praiſes, 
Who dead men raiſes. 
FraQtures well cur'd make us more ſtrong. 


fair weather: 
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eq Faith. 
Lord , how couldſt thou ſo much appeaſe 


, Thy wrath for finne,as when mans fight was dimme; 


And could ſee little, to regard his eaſe, 


And bring by Faith all things ro um? 


Hungrie I was, and had no meat: 
I did conceit a molt delicious feaſt; 
I had ir ſtraight, and did as truely eat, 
As ever did a welcome gueſt, 


There isa rare outlandiſh root, 
Which when I could not get, I thought it here: 
That apprehenſion cur'd ſo well my foot, 
"That Icanwalkto heay'n well neare. 
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T owed thouſands and much more; 
1 did beleeve that I did nothing owe, 
And liv'd accordingly: my creditour 

Beleeves ſo too, and lets me go. 


Faith makes me any thing, or all 
That I beleeve is in the ſacred orice; 
And where finne placeth mein Adams fall, 
Faith ſers me higher in hus glorie, 


If I go lower in the book, 
What can be lower then the common manger? 
Faith puts me there with him, who ſweetly rook 
Our fleſh and frailtie, death and danger. 


Tf blifſe had lienin art or ſtrength, 
None but the wiſe or ftrong had gained it: 
Where now by Faith all armsare of a kngth; 
One ſize doth all conditions fit. 


A peaſant may beleeve as much 

As a great Clerk, and reach the higheſt ſtature, 

Thus doſt thou mike proud knowledge bend & crouch! 
While Grace fills up uneven Nature. 


When creatures had no reall light 


Taherent in them, thou didſt make the ſunne, 


Impute a luſtre, and allow them bright; 
And in this ſheyy what Chriſt hath done. 


. That which before was darkned clean 
With buſhie groves, pricking the lookers eye, 
Vaniſht away, when Faith did change the ſcene; 

And then appear'd a glorions skie, | 


What though my bodie runne to duſt? 
Faith cleaves unto it, counting ev'ry grain 
With an exaRand moſt particular truſt, 
Relerving all for fleſh again, 
| C Prayet, 
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ITJRayer the Churches banquer, Angels age, 

; Gods breath in man returning to his birth, 
The ſoul in paraphraſe, heart in pilgrimage, 

The Chriſtian plummet ſounding heav'n and earth, 


Engine againſt th' Almightie, finners towre, 
Reverſed thunder, Chriſt. fide-picrcing ſpear, 
The fix-dayes world-tranſpofing in an houre, 

? A kinde of tune, whichall things heare and fear, 


Softnefle, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliſſe, 

Exalted Manna, gladnefle of the beſt, 

Heaven in ordinarie, man well dreſt, 

The milkie way, the bird of Paradiſe, | 
(bloud; 


Church-bels beyond the ſtarres heard, the ſouls 
The land of ſpices, ſomething underſtood, 


th 
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« The H.. Communion. 


Ot in rich furniture, or fine aray, « 
| Nor in a wedge of gold, : 
T hou, who for me waſt ſold, 
To me doſt now thy ſelf convey; 
For (o thou ſhould'ſt without me ſtill have been, 
Leaving within me finne; 


But by the way of nouriſhment and ſtrength 
Thou creep'ſt into my breaſt; 
| Making thy way my reſt, 
And thy ſmall quantities my length: 
ich ſpread their forces into ev'ry part, 
4 Meeting finnes force and att. 


ayer, 
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Yet can theſe not ger over to my ſoul, 
Fe Leaping the wall that parts 
Our ſouls and fleſhly hearts, 
But as th' outyeccks, they may contoll 
My rebel-fleſh, and carrying thy name, 
Afﬀfcight both ſfinne and ſhame. 


Onely thy grac?, which with theſe elements comes, 


Knoweth the readie way, 
And hath the privie key, 
Op'ning the ſquls moſt ſubtile rooms; bs. 
While thoſe to ſpirirs refin'd, ar doore arrend 
Diſpatches from their friend, 
Give me my- eaptive ſoul, or take 
My boner thither. 
Another lift like this will make ho. 
Them both to be together. 
Before that-fiane turn'd fleſh to tone, 
And all our lump to leaven; _ mow 
A feryent figh might well have blown 
Our innocent earth to heaven. 
For ſure whea Adam did not know Mm 
«To finne, or finne to ſmother; |S 
He might to heay'n from Paradiſe go, H 
As from one room tanother. ' Jadtt 
Thou haft reſtor'd usto this caſe hile 
By this thy heav'aly bloud, | W 
Which I can go to, when I pleaſe, | Bt 
And leave thi earth to their food. Thy 


« Antiphon 


COMCsz 


The Church; 
 & Antiphon; 


hy. Et all the world inev'ry corner fing, 
L " . My Godand King. 


Fers. The heay'nsare not tos high, - - 
His praiſe may thither flies 
The earth is not too lov _ 
His praiſes there may grows 


ho. Let all the world in ey'ry corner ſing, 
| My God and King. 
Pers. The church with pſalms muſt flout; 
No doore can keep them out; 


- Burt above all,the heart 
Muſt bear the longeſt part. 


ho. Lerall theworld iney'ry corner ſing, 
My God and King: 


mo 
——_— ” ſ—_— FRY 


tiphon 


e Love I. 


Mmortall Love, authour of this great frame, 

| Sprung from that beautie which can never fade; 
ow hath man parcePd out thy glorious name, 

ad throven it on that duſt yhich thou haſt made, 


i mortal love doth all the title gain! 


Which ſiding with invention, they together 
Bear all the ſway, poſſefling heart and brain, 
Thy workmanſtup) and give thee ſhare in neither. 
Wit 


4s The Church.” 


rr ne Dy 
world is oy ewOplay out the game 
Thou ſtanding by: my - 4 rar name S 
Wrought our deliverance from th i pit, * 


Who fiags thy praiſe? onely askarf or glove (love. YO 7: 
Doth' warn out hands , afrd make them write of | T 


- Ft 
} ET > ok S # At y WIGS a 


I T. 


Mmortall Hear, © lerhy greater flame 
 Atrra& the leſſer to it: let thole fires, 
** Which ſhall confume rhe world, firſt make it tame], jc, 


_ 


And kindle in our hearts ſuch true defires, o1 
As may conſume our luſts, and make thee way, Th 

' Thea ſhall our hearts pant theezthen ſhall our brai F 
All her invention dt Hine Altar lay, reread) 


And therein hymnes ſend back thy fire again: Str 


Our eyes ſhall ſee thee, which before ſaw duft; Thi 
. Duſt blown by wit, till that they both were blinde} 7 

Thou ſhalt recover all thy goods in kinde, 
Who wertdiſſeized by uſurping luſt: 


34 
All knees ſhall boye to thee; all wits ſhall riſe, Thy 
And praiſe him veho did make and mend our exe Ml 


ds. ak ho " —_— 
— — — 


C The Temper. 


Ow ſhould I praiſe thee, Lord! how ſhould iff | can. 
Gladly engrave thy love in ftcel, (rbyn$ Whi 
If what my ſoul doth feel ſometimes, 

My ſou 


mighr ever feel! re that 


The Church... 


Sometimes I peeteaboyt them all; . 
_ Sometimes I Feard) reach a ſcore; 
Sometimes to hell I fall. 

(love. $O rack me novroſuch a vaſt extent; 
Trice of | T hole diſtances belong to-theer 
"The worlC's too litle for thy tear, 

A grave too big for me. 


_ 


A crumbe of duſt from heav'n to hell? 
Will great God meaſure with ayretch? 
Shall he thy ſtature ſpell? - - 


Lt, 


47. 


Although there ete ſome fourtic hear'ns, or more, 


: 


Wile thou meer arms with man, that thou doſt firetc 


1t tame Fe let me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, __ 


O let me rooſt and neftle there: 


Then of a ſinner thou art rid, 

_ AndIof hope and fear. 
fer take thy way; for ſure thy way is beft: 

Ns Stretch or contraQ mie thy you debter: 

This is but tuning of my breaſt, ; 
t; To make the mulick berter. 
re blinde | 7 
» hether I flie with angels, fall with duſt, 


Thy one pr hem ore meeps 
, Thy povrer avid love oveand truſt ' 
Las Mike oa place evrye wheros, _ 


A— — a ts Md, 


— 


FT The Temper. 


T cannot be. Where is that mightie joy, 
rs T Whick'juf now took up hes 
. ; Lerd, if thou muſt uſe thy dart, 

, ve that, and me; or fin for both deſtroy, 


| 


48 The Church. 


; The groſſer world ſtands to thy word 2nd art; . 
ur thy diviner world of grace ©; ,... ©. 
Thou ſfuddenlydoft raiſe and-race, - 
Andev'ry day a neyy Creatour art, 


O fix thy chair of »that all, my powers 
May alſo fix their reverence: 4 


For when thaudoſt depart. fram hence,  , 
They grove unruly, and fit in thy bowers, yp 
Scatt:r, or binde ther all to bend to thees 

Though elements change, and heaven moye, 


Let not thy higher Court remoye, 
But keep a ſtanding Majeſtic ia me, 


#F #5... _ - 
TR hy P's 1 7 EFF LEE + : FASSY -_ 


& Jordan. 
Ho ſayes that fitions onely and falſe hair 
y Become a verſe?Is there in truth no beautie! 
Is all good ftrufturein a winding ſtair? * 


May no lines paſſe, except they otheir duric 
Not a true, but painted chair? 


Is it no verſe, except enchanted groves » _ 
And ſudden arbours ſhadow courſe-ſpunne line 
Muſt _y ſtreams refreſh a lovers loves? - - 
Muſt all be yail'd, while he that reades, divines, 
Catching the ſenſe at ryyo removes? 


Shepherds are honeſt people; let them fing: 
Rid le who liſt, for 7 ang. and pull for Prime: 


I envic no mans nightingale or ſpring: 
Nor let them wer lod of rhyme, 
Who plainly ſay, My God, My King- . 


q Employ. 


The Church. © 


Employment. 
[eat "Ipredd and die, 


me'to ſome good, 
Before I way by froſtsextremitie x 
Nipr'in the bud, 


The f\reertelts and the praiſe vere thine: | 
ut.che excenfion and the room, 
"Cs in thy garland I ſhould fill, were mine 
. © ' Atthy great doom, 


ext For 2$thoudoſt impart thy grace 

m—_ { Thepreerfhall ctr Ylotc bac 
The meaſure of our joyesis in this place, 
') +11 The ſtuſfe wichrhee, 

ney 'F Le languiſh theo, and fpend 
beautict t me not 
A life as barren to thy praiſe, 
As is the duſt, to whuch that life doth nas, 
CETY WF et ... Bus veith delayes. 
. All things are buſie; onely I 
new? Neither bring hony with the bees, 

i; Nor floyeres co make thar, nor the husbandrie 
ES, | To watertheſe, 


| Tamno olink of thy grearchain, 
But all my co ie isa weed, 
ord place mein thy conſort; give one ſtrain 
To my poore reed.” 


nploy- a C .T The 


The Church, , 


q The H, SCripeurcs. I. 


H Book! infinite ſvcerneſſe! ler my DEAE - A 
Suck ev'ry letter, and a honig gait, 
Precious for any grief in any parts 

Tocleare the breaſ},to mollifs all pain. 


$ 


yo. nec 


Thou art all healthy healch chrivings fill is maks | 
1h Neal erte ONS 


x &; 
Ladies ok ee tht chal ll os TL 


That mends the logkers eyes: this is the well Til 
That waſhes whaz it ſhaws, Who-can indexe 
Thy praiſe too much? thou art heay'ns Logs V 
Working nk the Dorepaf death and hell, (here, C 
k 


Thou are joyt handſell;hcav'n liesflacin thee, Fea 
_— toev'ry. Ma_neees on My | 


{tr S 
| ——_— - a — a — 1 
R.. 
| x It th 
IT. ' : 
O® that I knew howe all thy Mekrocombind, T 
And the configurations of their glorie! H 
Secing not onely hoyy each verle e doth ſhine} W 
But all the conſtellations of the Roxie. ;-. ! | Gou 


This verſe marks that, and both do make a motion By 


Unto a third, that ten leaves off doth lie: sf 
Then as diſperſed herbs do watch a potion, ./ Wi 
Thele three make up ſome Chriſtians deſtinic; Ofth 


Such 


oth ſhine, 


motion 
h lie: 
potions p 


Nice 


Such 


Such are thy ſecrets, which my life'makes good, 
cominents on thee: -for in cy'ry thing 
Thy words do finde me out, and parallels bring, 
And in another make me underſtood, ; 
Starres are poore books,and oftentimes do miſle; 
This book of Rarres lights to erernall bliſl. 


— _—_— _"Y i FY F WIY 44 


_ 


q Whitſunday. 
Iſten ſweet Dove unto my ſong, 
'S And ſpread thy golden wings in me; 


Hatching my tender heart ſo long, 
Till it ger wing, and flie ayray with thee, 


Where is that fire which once deſcended 

Oathy Apoſtles? thou didft then 

Keep open houſe, richly attended, 
Feaſting all comers by twelve choſen men. 


Such glorious gifrs thou didRt beſtow, 
That th earth did-like a heav'n appeare: 
The ſtarres were coming doyvn to know 
If they might mend their wages, and ſerve here, 


The ſunne, which.once did ſhine alone, 

Hung down his head, and wiſht for night, 

When he beheld twelve Sunnes for one 
Going about the world, and giving light. 


But ſince thoſe pipes of gold, which brought 
That cordiall water toour ground, 
Were cut and martyr'd by the faulr 
Of thoſe, who did themſelves through their ſide wound 
; C2 Thou 


CCC————  — 


$2 The Church. 


Thou ſhute'ſ the doore, and keep'ſt within; 
Scarce a —_ joy creeps through the chink; 
And if the braves of conqu'ring ſinne 

Did notexcite thee, ye ſhould wholly fink. 


- - Lord, though we S_—_, thou art the ſame; 
The ſame ſyeert God of love and light: 

Reſtore thisday, for thy great Name, 

Unto kis ancient and miraculous right, 


SS ... — — — 


—— 


.q) Grace. 


Y ftock lies dead, and no increaſe 
M oven my dull husbandrie improve: 
O let thy graces without ceaſe 
' Drop from above! 


Tf till the ſunne ſhould hide-his face, 

"Thy houſe would but a dungeon prove, 

'T hy works nights captives: Oler grace 
Drop from above! 


The dew dothev'ry morning fall; 

And ſhall the dew out-ſtrip thy Dove? 
* The dey, for which grafſe cannot call, 
op from above. 


Death is ſtill working like a mole, 

' Anddigs my grave ateach remove : 

Let grace work too, and on my ſoul 
Drop from above. 


Sinne is ſti]l hammering my heart 
Untoa hardneſfle, void of love: 

Let ſuppling gracezto crofle his art, 
EY Drop from above. 


Man 


An he 


The Church, 
O come! for thou doſt knovy the way. 
Or if to me thou wilt not move, 
Remove me where I necd not ſay, 
Drop from above. 


————_ 


Praiſe, 


<O write a yerſe or two, is all the praiſe, . 
Thar I canraiſe; . 
Mend my eſtate in any wayes, 


a— Thou ſhalt have more. - - 


| 26 ro Church; help me to wings, and I 
Will thither flies 
Or, if T mount unto the $kie, - 
I will do more, 


Man is all weakneſſes there is no ſuch thing 


As Prince or pe A 
His arm is ſhort; yer with a1ling 
y do more, 


brave ſoul wn 
Toa brave ſoul: exalt 
They cando more. s 


D raiſe me then! Poore bees, that work all day, 
Sting my delay, 

Who have a work, as well as they, 
And much, much more. 


An herb diftill'd, and drunk, may dwell next dooxe, 
Oa the 4 


_ —__— ——__—___ 


o Affidion, 
| Killlmenot ev'ry day, 
hou Lord of life; fince thy one death for me 
Is more thenall my deaths can be, 
| | Though TI in broken pay 
O Pie overeach houre of Mecthuſalemy ſtay 


C3 


It 


——— _ 
wy ents ate, SR. 
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54. The Church, © 
| If all meng tears were. ler: 
Into one common ſever, ſea, and hrinez 
Wha: were they all, compar'd to. thine? 
Wherein if they were ſet, 
Th:y would diſcolour thy moſt bloudie ſwear, 


| Thonart my gricf alone, 
Thou Lord conceal itnot: Be as thou art 
All my deligat, ſo-al] my ſmart: 
Thy-croffe took up in one, 
By way of impreſt, all my future mone, 


A 
_ Oe PT Tn Ie he A m4 end ——_— —— 


: e& Martens. 


T Cannot ope ming eyes, 
But thou art readie there to catch 
My morning-foul and ſacrifice: 
"Then we muſt needs for thatday make a march. 
My God, whatisa heart? 
Silver, or gold, or precious ſtone, 
Or ſtarre, or rainbow, or a part 
Of all theſe things, or all of them in; one ?- 


My-God, what iva heart, 
That theu-ſhauldit'it ſa.cye and'wooe, . 
Pouring upon it all thy. art, 


© Asif thatthou hadſtnathing els t0.do? 


Tndeed mans whole eftate 
Amounts ( and richly ) to ſerve thee: - 
He did not heav'n andearth create, 
Yet ſtudies them, not him by whom they be, 


Teach me thylove to know; 
That this nevy light, which now I ſee, 
' Mayboth the work and workman ſhow: 
Then by a ſunne-beam ] will climbe to thee. A 
LF ” Ae 4 Sinne, 


For 


Aur | 


Thi Church. ; 
«of IC- IT: JW i 'Þ (143) yy 
Thi Tcoula fire once ſeet | 
We paint the devil foul; yet he | 
Hath ſome good in hin, all agrec. 
Sinne is flax oppoſe ruth! Almightie, ſeeing 
It wants the good of wertags and of being. 
Bur God'rhore cate of us Hath Had: * | 
If apparitions make us ſad, 
fight of fiane we ſhould .grow mad. 
——— || Yet as in fleep we fee foul death, and livez 
Soxdevilsare our finnesin perſpeQiye.. 


= pay otrumoncny wiendkwood cots TREGDI Was 
C Even-ſong. 
BLeft be the God of love, 


©" B6th to be balie, and to play, 
But much mare. hleſt be God above, 


Who, gave me fight aloae, | 
Which to himſelf he did denie: 
For when he {ces my wayes, I die: | 
But I have got. his Sona, and hehath.none, - 


What have T broughe thee home 
For this thy love? have I diſcharg'd the debt, 
Which this dayes favour di . 
I ranne; but all I brought, was fome. 


Thy diet,care, and coſt 
Do end in bubbles, balls of winde; 
F Of winde to thee whom I have croft, 
Aur balls of wilde-fire ro my troubled minde, 


 Sinne, C 4 Yet 


12 Ace - IS; ag mb ms CONDI? 
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as Yet ſtill thou goeſt on; © 

And now with darkneſit arie eyes, 
Saying to man, Jt doth ſuffices ,- 
Henceforth repy/e; your meork, js djme- # 


 - Thus in'thy Ebofie box. |. _ 
, Thou doſtincloſe us, rilt the day, 
- Put our arnexidrnerit it! Gur yay, hes 
And give nevy. wheels to pur. diſagderfd Jocks. 
'* Truſt which hors more love, 
he day or night: that is the gale, this th' barbour;, 
That is the walk, and this the arbourz. 
Or thar the garden, this the grove, 


-. -----My God; rhonareatttove, 
Not one peore minute ſcapes thy breaſt, 
But brings a favour from above; 
And in this love, more then in bed, 1 xceft.. 


"ir: £0 19%» 3:36 
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9: Church:*moulinitits; 
: Hile that my-ſoul repairs co'her devotion, 

' Yy. Herel _— ' Fel that it betimes 
May take acquaintance 6f this heap of duſt; 
To whichthe blaſt of deaths nceſfantimorion,' ' © 
Fed with the exhalation of opr crimes, , 

Drives altat faſt, ThereforeT gladly truſt. 


: 


kd 


| My bodie to this ſchoel; that ir-may learn 


To ſpell hisclements, and finde his birth. 

Written in duſtic heraldrie and lines: .. 

Which diſſolutionfuredbrh'beſt diſcern, © (T 

Comparing duſt with duft, and carth'with eagth. 

Theſe laugh ax Jeat ,and Marble pat.for fignes, , o 
TI ' | BOP ok 


+: 


The Church, 57 
To ſever the good fellowſhip of duſt, | 41, 
And ſpoil the meeting, What ſhallpoint out them, 
When they ſhall bowe, and kneel, and fall down flat - 
To kifle thoſe heaps, which now they have in truſt? , 
Deare fleſh, while I do pray, learn here thy ſtemme 
And true deſcent: that when thou ſhalt grow fat, 


And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayft know, 

That fleſh is bur the glafle which holds the duſt 

That meaſures all our time; which alſo ſhall 

Be crumbled into duſt. Mark here beloyy % 
How tame theſe aſhes are ,how free from luſt, 

That thou mayſt fiethy ſelf againſt thy fall. 


«7 Church-mulick. 


gar of ſweets, I thank you:;when diſpleaſure 
- Did through my bodic wound my minde, 
You took me thence, and-in your houſe of pleaſure 
A dainty lodging me aflign'd, 


Now I in you without a bodie move, --: 
Riſing and falling with your wings: 
We both together (yveetly live and lave, _ . | 
"Yet ſay ſometimes, God help poore Kings. 


Comfort, Ile die; for if you poſte from me 
Sure L ſhall do pr much more: 
But if I trayell in your companie, 
You. know the way.to heavens doore. 


e.. Church-lock and key. . 
[ Knoy ut is my Gnne, which locks thine eares, 
And bindes-thy kands,. . 
Out-crying my requeſts, drowning-.my tears; 
Oc elle che chlneſ of my faint demands, 


gs C5 Bur 


58 The Church.. 


But as cold hands are angrie with the fre, 
And mend it ſtill, . 

So Idolaythe want of my deſire, 

Not on my ſinnes, or coldneſſe, but thy will. 


Yet heare, O God, onely for his blouds fake 
; Which pleads for me: 


For though ſinnes plead too,yer like Rones they make 


His blouds ſyveer current much more loud to be. 


—— _— 


« The Church-floore. 


M** you the floore? that ſquare & ſpeckled tone, 


Which looks ſo firm and ſtrong, 
Is Patience: 


And th' other black and graye, wherewith each one 


Is checker'd all along, 
Humilitie: 


The gentle riſing, which on either hand 
Fo Leads to the Quire above, 
Is Confidence: 


But the ſyeer cement, which in one ſure band 
. Tiesthe whole frame, is Love 
And Charitie: 


Hither ſometimes Sinne ſteals, and ſtains 
The marbles neat and curious veins: 

But all is cleanſed whenthe marble weeps. 
Sometimes Death, puffing at the doore, 
Blovys all the duſt about the floore: 


Bur while he thinks to ſpoil the room, he ſiyeeps. 


Bleſt be the ArchiteF, whole art 
Could build fo ſtrong in a yeak heart, 


« The 


Ear) 


ne 


The Chnrch. 
q The Windows. 


39 


Sr: how can man preach thy erernall word? 


He is a brittle crazie glafle: 
Yet in thy temple thou doſt him afford 
This k1 
To be a window, through thy grace, 


orious and tranſcendent place, 


But when thou doſt anneal in glaſle thy torie, 


Making thy life to ſhine within 


The holy Preachers; then the light and glorie 
More rey'rend grows, and more doth winz 


Which elſe ſhoyvs warriſh, bleak, and 
DoRrine and lifey colours and light, in one 


thin, . 


When they combine and mingle, bring 


| A ſtrong regard and ay: but ſpeech alone 


Doth vaniſh like a flaring thing, 


Andin the eare, not confcience ring. 


_—_— 


« Trinitie Sunday. 


| ] Orh,nholuft farm's me omof mul, 


And haſt redeem'tl me through thy bloud, 


And ſanRift'd me to do good, 


Purge all my finnes done heretofore: 
For I confeſſe my heavie ſcore, 
And 1 will ftrive to finne, no more, 


Enrich my heart, mouth, hands ih me, 
With faith, with hope, with charitiez 
That 1 may runne; riſe, reſt with thee, 


4 Con- 


60 | The Church, 


y—_ mutt'ring thoughts, 8 do not grudge to keep 


Within the walls of your own breaſt, . Ther 
Who cannot on his own bed ſweetly fleep, 
| Can on anothers hardly.reRt. He t! 
Gad not abroad at ey'ry queſt and call 
Of an untrained hope or paſſion. . _ 
To court each place or fortune that doth fails 
Is wantonnefle incontemplation.. 
Mark how the fice in flints doth quietlie, M 
Content and warm t it ſclf alone: No] 
But when it would appearc to others eye, Nor 
Without a knock it-never ſhone, . Te ca 
Give me the pliant minde; whoſe gentle-meaſure —_ 
Complics and ſuits with all eſtates; " L 
Which can ler looſe to a crown,and yer with pleaſure Wit 
: Take up within a cdloiſters gates. It is 
5 
This ſoul doth ſpan theyworld, and hang conteng _ 
From either pole untothe centre; Tam 
" Wherein cach room of the ywell-furniſke tent . | 
He lies warm ,and without adventure; —_— 
[The brags of life are but a nine dayes wonder: 
And after death the fumes rhat ſpring Sa 
From priyate bodies, make as big a thunder, In 
* Asthoſe whichriſe from a huge King, . 
. reſe 
Onely thy Chrovicle 1s loſt: and yer Hum 
Better by worms be all once ſpent, _ 
Then to have helliſh moths till gnavy and frer Whe! 


Thy name in books, which may not rent: 
£3 Ex. you 


The Church. 6r 


When all thy deeds, whoſe brunt thou feel 't alone, 
Are chaw'd by others pens and tongue; 
And as their wit is, their digeſtion, 
Thy nouriſht fame is weakor ſtrong, 


eep 
Then ceaſe diſcourfing foul, till-thine.own ground, «+ 

Do not thy ſelf or friends importune, . : 
He thax by ſeeking hath himſelf once found, | 
: Hath ever found a happie fortune. | 


——_— 
—_ 


Es 
— 


Y God,a verſe is not acrown,. 
No point of honour, or gay ſuit,... 


No hawk, or banquet, or renown, 
Nor a good (word, nor yct alutez .. 


It cannot vaulr, or dance; or play; 
It never was in-France or Spain; - 
Nor can it entertain the day. 
With a great ſtable or demain: 


It is no office, art, or nevvs, 

Nor the Exchange, or buſie Hall: 
Bur it is that which whule I uſe _ 
Iammwith thee, and Afoft take all. 


— ——m————— 


Humilitic 
Saw the Vertues fitting hand in hand 
It ſevrall ranksupon an azure throne, 
Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command, : ! 
Preſented tokens of ſubmiſſion, * | 
Humilitie, who-ſat the loweſt there 
To execute their call,” 
When by the beaſts the preſents rendred were, 
| ' © Gayerhgmabourroall 


The. | 
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The angry Lion did prefent his paw, 
Which by conſent was giv'n to Manſuetude: 
The fearfull Hare her eares, which by their lavy 
Humilitie did reach to Fortitude, 
The jealous Turkie brought his corall-chain; 

, That went to Temperance: 
Oa Juſtice was beſtow'd the Foxes brain, 


Kill'd in the way by chance; . 


At length the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 

(For he would not) as they bcheld the grace 

Of that brave gift, each one began to fume, 

And chillenge it as = to his place, 

Til! they fell our: which when the beaſts eſpied, 
They leapt upon the throne; 

And if the Fox had liv'd torule their fide, 

5 They had depos'd each one, 


Humilitie, who held the plume, ar this 
Did weep ſo faſt, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train: then ſaying, Here it is 
For which ye wranzle, made them turn their frown 
Againſt the beaſts: ſo joyntly bandying, 

They drive them ſoon away; 
And then amerc'd them, double gifts to bring 

Art the next Seflion-day. 


ho 4 a A — 


Frailtie. 
Ocd, in my filence how do I deſpiſe 
. What upon truſt 
Is ſtyled honour, riches, or fair eyes; 
But is = duft 
I ſurname them gilded clay, 
Deare earth, fue graſſe or hay 
[n all, I think my foot doth ever tread 
'- < Upon their head, 


But 


Bul 


Co 


nce: 


nce, - 
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But when view abroad both Regiments; 
The worlds ,and thine; 
Thine clad with fimplenefſe, and ſad events; 
The other fine, 
Full of glorie and py weeds, 
Brave language, braver deeds: 
That which was dult before, doth quickly riſe, 
: And prick mine eyes. 
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O brook nor this, leſt if what eyen noyy 
_-My foot did tread, 
Aﬀeont thoſe joyes, wherewith thou didſt endow 
| And long fince wed 
My poore ſoul, ey'n ick of love: 
It may a Babel prove, 
Commodious to conquer heav'n and thee . 
Planted in me, 


————_— 
—_— _ 


—— — | —— CO —_RTS 


4] Conſtancie. < 
WW Ho is the honeſt man? 


He that doth ſtill and trongly good purſue, 


To God, his neighbour, and himſelt moſt eruez 
— Whomneither force nor fawning can 
Unpinne, or yrench from giving alb their due. 


Whoſe honeſtie is not 
So looſe or eafie, that a ruſfling winde 
Can blow away, or glitt'ring look it blinde: 
Who rides his ſure and even trot, 
While the world noy rides by, now lags behinde, 


Who 
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Who, when great triallscome, 
Nor ſeeks, nor ſhvnnes them; but doth calmly ſtay, 
Till he the thing and the example weigh: 
All beinz brought into a ſumme, 5o ir 
What place or perſon calls for, he doth pay. 


Whomnone can work or vwooe A oa 
To uſe in any thing a trick or ſleight; " 
For above all rhings he abhorres To tr: Thy 

His words and works and faſhion too Con! 
All of a piece, and all are cleare and firaight, Apo 


Who never melts or thaws 
At clole temptations: when the day is done, Tho 
His goednefle ſets nor, but in dark canrunnes. 
Theſunne to others writeth laws, 


And is their yertue; Vertug is his Sunne. _ 1c 
: Who, whenthe is to treat 

With fick folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions ſway, R 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way: A 

jt Whom others faults do nor defeat; 

* But though men fail him, yer his part doth play, 
Whom nothing can procure, — 
When the wide,world runnes bias, from his will et,1 
'To writhe his limbes, and ſhare, not mend the i], Ti 
This is the Mark-man, ſafe and ſure, 

Who till. is right, and prayes ta be ſo ſtill, 
Cm mgm k Firſt + 
« Afﬀiction. 
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Bur fince thy breath gave me both life and ſhape, 
Thou knowſt my tallies; and when there's aflord | 
So much breath to a figh, what's then behinde? 
Orif ſome yeareswith it eſcape, 
The figh-then onely is 
A gale to bring me ſooner to my blifſe, 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art fill. 
Conſtant unto ir, making it to be Fry 
A point of honour, now to grieve in me, 
And in thy members ſuffer JI, 
T hey who lament one crofle, 
Thou dying daily, praiſe thee to thy loſle, 


” 
—_. —— 


La 


ol The Starre. 


Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighter place, 
B Where beams ſurround my Saviours faces 
Cinſt thou be any where. 

So well as there? 


Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
Take * bad lodging in my heart; 
| For thou canſt make a debter, 
And make it better, 


Firſt with thy fire-work burn to duſt 
Folly, and worſe then folly, luſt: 
Then with thy light refine, 
And make it ſhine, 


So diſengag'd-from (inne-and hekneſle, 
Touch it with thy celeſtiall quickneſſe, 
| That it may hang and move 
After thy love, 
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Thenwith our trinitic of light, 
" Motion, and heac, Ict'srake our flight 
Unto the place where thou 
Before didſt boyee. 


Get me a ſtanding there, and place 
Among the beams, which croyn the face 
Of him, who dy'd to part 
Sinne and my heart. 


Thatſo among thereſt T may 
Glitter, and curle, and winde as they: 
T hat winding is their faſhion 
Of adoration. 


Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me 
To flic home like aladen bee 
Unto that hive of beams 
And garland-ftreams. 


I Da HERniPaBne ane. a — 


« Sunday. 


Oo Day moſt calm, moſt bright, 
The fruit of this, the next worlds bud, 
THh' indorſement of ſupreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his bloud; 
| The couch of time, cares balm and bay: 
The week were dark, bur for thy light; 
Thy torch doth ſhow the way. 


; 
: 
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The otherdayes and thou. 
Make up one manz whoſe face thou art, 
Knocking at. heaven with thy brovy: 
The workie-qayes are the back-parrz 
The burden of the week lies there, 
Making the whole to Roup and hoye, 
Till thy. releaſe appeaze. .' 


Man had ſtraight forward gone 
To endlefſe death: but thou doſt oull 
And turn us round to look on one, 
Whom, if we were nat very dull, 
We could not chooſe but look on ſtill; 
Since there is nv place ſo alone, 

The which he doth notfill. 


Sundayes the pillars are, 
Oa which heay'ns palace arched lier: 
The other dayes fill up the ſpare 
And hollow room with vamrics.. 
They are the fruitfull beds and borders 
In Gods rich garden: that is bare, 
Which parts their ranks and orders. 


The Sundayes of mans life, 
Thredded together on times ſtring, 
Make bracelets ro adorn the wife 
Of the eternall glorious King. 


y On Sunday heavens gate ſtands ope; 


Bleſſings are plencifull and rife, 
More plentifull then hope. 


This 
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This day my Saviour roſe, 
And did incloſe this light for his: 
That, as each beaſt his manger knows, 
Man might not of his fodder miſſe. 
Chriſt hath took in this piece of ground, 
And made a garden there for thoſe 

Who want herbs for their wound. 


The reſt of our Creation 
Our great Rec'eemer did remove 
With the ſame ſhake; which at his paſſion 
Did th' earth and.all things with it move. 
As Samſon borethe doores away, ; 
Chriſts hands, though nail'd, wrought our ſalyation, 
And did unhinge that day. 


The brightneſle of that day 
We ſullied by our toul offence: 
Wherefore that robe we caſt away, 
Having a new at hisexpenſe, 
Whoſe drops of bloud paid the full price, 
That was requir'd to make usgay, 
» _ And fit for Paradiſe, 


Thou art a day of mirth: 
And where the week-ayes trail on ground, 
Thy flight is higher, as thy birth. . 
Olet me take thee at the bound, 
Leaping with thee from ſev'n to ſeven, 
Till that we both, being toſs'd from earth, 
| Flic hand in hand to heayen! 


« Avarice. 


q Avarice. 


]Oney>thou bane of bliſſe & ſourſe of wo, (fine? 
Whence com'ſ thou, that thoy art ſo freſhand 
I know thy parentage is baſe and low: 
Man found thee poore and dirtic in a mine, 


| Surely thou didſ fo little contribute 
To this great kingdome, which thou now haſt gory 
That he was fain, when thou wert deſtitute, .  - 
To digge thee out of thy dark caye and gror z 


Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee brighe : ' 
Nay,thou haſt got the face of manz for we _ 
Have with our ftamp and ſeal transferr'd our right: 

Thou art the man, and man bur droſſeto thee. 


| F 
Man callerh thee his wealth, who madetheerich; 
And while he digs out thee, falls'in the ditch. * 
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Ana-$ ARMY Ceram, 


HR well her name an Army doth preſent, _ 
In whom the Lord of hoſts did pitch his tent! ; 


_ 


w— 


| © Toall Angels and Saints. 
$ = glorious ſpirits, who after all your bands © ” 


———. 


e the ſmooth face of God, without a frown 


| ; 746 Or tri commands; 
here ev'ry one is king, and hath his crown, 


f not upon his head, yet in his hands: 


rice. Not | 


Not out of enyy or maliciouſneſſe 
Do 1 forbear to crave your ſpeciall aid. 

- Iwouldaddrefle 
My vows to thee moſt gladly, blefied Maid, 
And Mother of my God, in my diftrefle, 
Thouart the holy Mine, whence came the gold, 
The great reſtorative for all decay 

| In young andoold; 

Thou art the Cabinet where the Jewell lay: 
Chiefly;ro thee would I my ſoul uafold: 


But now (alas!) I dare not; for our King, 
Whom yve do all joyntly adore and _—_ 

" Bids noſuch thing: 
And where his pleaſure ne injun&ion layes, 
('Tis your own caſe) ye never moye a wing. 


All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower 

Of his rich crown, from whom lics no appeal 
,_ Arthelaſthoure: 

Therefore ve dare not from his garland teal, 

To make a poſi for inferiour power, 


Although then others court you, if ye know 

Whar's done on earth, we fliall not tare the worſe, 
| Who do not (oz 

Sincewe are cyer ready to disburſe, 

If my one our Maſtets-hand can ſhow. 


_—_— 
A —_—_——_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_—_— 


«. Employment. 
E that is weary, let him fir, 
H My foul would ſtirre 
And trade in courteſies and wit, 
Quitting the furre 
To cold complexions needing it, 


Then 


The Chnr >. 
Man is no ſtarre; but a quick coal 
7; mortall fire: 
Who blows ic not, nor doth control 
: $3 A. faint deſire, : 
Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul. 


d, When th' elements did for placecontelk  __ ,- 
With him, whoſe will E 
Ordain'd the higheſt to be beſt; 
—_" The earth arftill,, «1; 
And by the others is oppreſÞ. © . 
Life is a buſinefle, not gaod cheers: 
; Ever 10 warres, - 
The ſunne ſill ſhinerh there or heres 
Whereas the ſtarres 
Watch an advantage tg appear. 


Oh that I were an Orenge-ree,, 


Then ſhould I eyerladen be, 
| And never want 
Some fruit for him that drefled me, 


But we are ſtill too young or old: 
© The man is gone, 
Before we do aur wares.unfold: 
So we freez on, 
Untill the grave increaſe ous cold. 


vorſc, 


I— _y —_—_ _——_— ——— rt at 


—_— 


| Deniall. 
Hen my devotions could not pierce 
Thy filent eares; * 
Then was my heart broken, as was my verſc; 
My. breaft was full of fears 
And diſorder: 


4: _ My bent hooghts, like a Nt boy, 
Did flie afunder: 


The 


Each took his way; = would to pleaſures gog To 
Some tothe yarres _=_ under <0 
ON 
Semi go any where, rel ſay, 
As to benumme 
Both knees and heart, in cryin v, night and day, To 
Come, mm God,O c one: 4 
But no heating. Y 
O that thou houldſt giveduft a rongue 
Pe Tocrie to _ 
then not heare itcrying! all day long ] 
My heart was in _ knee, T 
Therefore my = lay in Anp ” he, 7 if 
My feeble ſpirit, nite tolook right, 
Like a nipt blofſome, hung” Shep 
| Difcontented, Ther 
O cheer and rune my heartlefſe breaſt x | 
_ no time; : I 
Tha ſo thy favours grantitig'my requeſt, ' 
They and my minde may chime, will 
And mend my thyme. 
Wil 


ma * w—_ P — _y | 
« Chriſtmas. 
Ll after pleaſures as Irid one day, 
My horſe and I, both tir'd, bodice and minde, 


With full crie of afeRicas, quite aſtray; 
» FJ rook wp in the next inne Icould finde. wi 
| exe 


There when I came, whom found I bus my deare, 
My deareſt Lord, cxpeting till the grief | 
Of pleaſures brought me to him, readis there 
: To be all pafſengersmoſt ſweetrelicf? 


O Thon, whoſe glorious, yet contracedlight, 
Wrapt in nights mantle, ſtole into a manger; 
Since my dark ſoul and brutiſh is thy right, 

To Man of all beaſts be not thou a ſtranger. 


® Furniſhand deck my ſoul, that thou mayſt hays 
\ berter lodging then a rack or graves rm 


He ſhepherds fing; and ſhall I filent bep 
My God, no hymne for thee? 
My ſoul's a ſhepherd t00z a flock it feeds 
| Of thoughts, and words, and deeds. 
The paſture is thy word; the ſtreams, thy grace 
.  Envrichingallcheplace. 
Shepherd and flock ſhall __ all my powers 
- - Out-ling the day-light houtes, - 
Then ve will hide the ſuane for letting night 
| Take up his = and right: 
c ſing one common Lord; wherefore he ſhould 
| Himſelf the candle hold, © 
[ will go ſearching, till I finde a funne 
Shall fay till we have donez 

JA willing ſhiner, that ſhall ſhine as gladly, 
anna | As froſt-nipt ſunnes 10k 1:dly. 

Then we will fing, and ſhine all our own day, 

And one another pay: 

is beams ſhall cheer my breaſt, and both ſo twineg 
ill ey'n his beams ſing, and my mulick ſhine, 
D « Un- 


——— 
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T Ungratefulneſſe. 
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Ord, with what bountie and rare clemencie 
Haſt thou redeem'd us from the grave! 


If thou hadſt let us runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſunne, 
And thought his god moſt brave 
Where nov we ſhall be berter gods then he. 


Thou haſt but two rare Cabinets full of treaſure, 


The Trizitie, and Jacarnation: 
Thou haſt unlockt them both, 
And made them jewels to berroth 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thy ſelf in everlaſting pleaſure, 


The atelier Cabinet is the T'riitie, 
Whole ſparkling light accefle denies: 
Therefore thou doſt not ſhow 
T his fully to us, till death blow 
The daſt into oureyes: 
For by what powder thou wilt make us (ce. 


But all thy ſveets are packt up in the other; 
Thy mercies thither flock and flow: 
Thar, as the firſt affrights, 
This may allure us with delights; 
Becauſe this box we know: 
For we have all of us juſt ſuch another. 


But man is cloſe, reſery'd, and dark to thee: 
When thou demandeſt bur a heart, 
He cavils inſtantly. 
In his poore cabinet of bone 
Sinnes have their box apart, 
Detrauding thee, who gaveſt two for one. 


e vig 
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«& Sighs and grones. 
O Do A. uſe me 


T3 


After my. finnes! look not on my deſert, 
loric! then thou vilt reform, 


uſe me: for thou onely arr 
The mightie God, but I a fillieyyorm: 
Odonort bruiſe me! 


O do not urge me! 


For whit 'acconntt can thy ill fteyyard make? 

I have abug'd thy ſtock, deftroy'd thy woods, 

Suckt all thy magazens: my head did ake, 

Till i found out how to confume thy goods; 
Odonot ſcourge me! 


| Odo not blinde me! 
] have deferv'd chat an Egyptian nighe 
Should thicken all my 


wersz becauſe my luft 
Hath Rtill Cow'd fig-leaves to exclude thy lighe: 


But Iam frailtic, and alreadie duſts 
Odo not grinde me! 


DER 7 Odo nothfll me 
With the turn'd vi 


all of thy bitter wrath! 


For thou haſt other veſſels full of bloud, 


A part whereof my Saviour emptied hath, 
Ev'n unto death; fance he di'd for my good, 


O do not kill me! 


But O reprieve me! 


For thou haſt {ife and Jeath at thy command; 
e and Saviour, feaſt and rods 


Thou art both 
Cordiall and corrofrue: put not thy 
Into the bitter boxz but O my God, 


My God, relicye me! 


© The 
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« Jhe World. 


Ove built a ſtately houſe; where, Fortune came: 
L And proning phanſies, ſhe was heard to ſay, - 
Thar her fine cobyebs did fupport the frame, 
Whereas they were ſupported by the ſame: 

But Wiſdom quickly ſwept them all away. 
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Then Pleaſure came,who, liking not the faſhion, - 
; Began to make Balceness Terraces, '- | - 
Till ſhe had weakned all by alteration:* 

Bur rev'rend laws, and many a proclamation - 
Reformed all at length with menaces, 


Then enterd Sinne,and with that Sycomore,, . 


Whoſe leaves firſt ſhelrred man from drought & dew,fþ oY 


Working and wrndins lily evermore, 
The inward walls and Soramers cleft and rore: 
But Grace ſhor'd theſe, and cut that as it grew. 


Then Singe combin'd with Death in a firm band 
Toraze the building to the very floores 
Which they effe&ed, none could them withſtand, 
But Love and Grace took Glorie by the hand, 
And builta braver Palace then before,” 
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Colofl. 3. 3- 
our life s hid with Chriſt in God. 


M Y words & thoughts do both expreſſe this notion 
That LIFE hath with the ſun a double motzon, 

The firſt 7 ſtraight, and our diurnall friend; 

The other -H 1D, and doth obliquely bend. 

One life is wrapt I N fleſh, and tends to carth; 
The other windes towards HIM, whoſc nagpis birth 
Tavght me to live here ſo , THAT ſtill one eye 
Should aim and ſhoot at that which 1s on _ 
Quitting with daily _ labour all AT plealure, 
To gain at harveſt an eternall TREAſure- 


ho TY WY _ 
'T 


c__ — 


q Vanitie. 


'T'He fleet Aſtronomer can bore 


| And thred the _ with his quick-piercing minde: 


He views their ſtations, walks from doore to doore, 
Surveys, as if he had deſfign'd ' 

To make a purchaſe there: he ſees their dances, 

. And knoweth long before 


4 Both their full-ey'd aſpeRs ,and ſecrer glances. 


The nimble Diver with his (ide 
Cuts through the working waves, that he may fetch 
His deerly-earned' pearl, which God did hide 
* On purpole from.the ventrous wretch; 
That he mighe fave his life, and alſo hers, 
Who with exceſlive pride 
Her own deſtruQtion and his danger wears, 


\ D 3 
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The ſubtil Chymick can deveſt 
And ſtrip the creature naked, till he finde 
The calloyy principles within their neſt: 
T here a impartsto them his minde, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 
They appeare trim and dreſt 
To ordinarie ſuirours at the doore, - 


What hath not man ſorght out and found, 
But his deare God? who yet his glorious layy 
Emboſomes iy, us, mellowing the ground 

With ſhoyyres and froſts,with love and avy; 
So that we need nor ſay, Where's this command 7 

Poore man! thou ſearcheſt round 
To fnde out death ;bnt mifieſt Bfe' at hand, 


» 
—_—— a , 
. ww * Li 


o Lent. 


- >Elcome deare feaſt of Lent:wholoves not thee, 
Wh. loves not Temperance, or Authoritie, 
But is compos'd of paſſion. 
The Scriptures bid us faſt; the Church ſayes, Now: 
Give to thy Mother, what thou wouldft allow 
To ev'ry Corporation. 


The humble ſoul, compor'd-of love and fear, 
Begins at home, and layes the burden there, 
When doctrines diſagree. 
He ſayes, in things which uſe hath juſtly gorg 
I am a (cangall to the Church, and not 
The Church is ſo to me, 


ty 
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True Chriſtians ſhould he g/d of ari _ 10n | 
To uſe their temperance, ſeeking no evaſion, 
When good is ſcaſonable; 
Unleſſe Authoritie, which ſhould increaſe 
The obligation in-us, make it lefle, 
And Power it (elf diſable. 
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Beſides the cleannefle of ſweet abſtinence, 

Quick thoughts and motions at a ſmall expenſe, 
A face not fearing light: 

Whereas in fulneſſe there are {luttuſh fumes, 

Sowre exhalations, and diſhoneſt rheumes, 
Revenging the delight. 


Then thoſe ſame pendent profits, which the ſprin; 
And Eaſter Frrna an enl Socks thing, "Y 
And eoodnefl: of the deed, 
Neither ought other mens abuſe of Lent . 
Spoil the good uſc; leſt by thar argument 
We forfeit all our Creed, 


Ie's true, we cannot reach Chriſts fortieth day; 
Yet to go part of that religious way, 
Is better then to reſt: 
We cannot reach our Saviours puritiez 
Yet are we bid, Be holy ev'n as be. 
In both ler's do our beſt. 


Who goeth inthe way which Chriſt hath gone, 
Is much more ſure ro meet with him, then one 
That travellerh by-wayes, 
Perhaps my God, though ke be farre before, 
May turn, and take me by the hand, and more' 
May frog / 


en my decayes. 
D 4 
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Yet Lord inſtru@t us to-improve our faſt 

By ſtarving finne, and taking ſuch repaſt 
As may our faults controll: 

That ev'ry man may reyell at his dooxe, 

Not in his parlour; banquetting the poore, 
And among thoſe his ſoul. 


p_y 


Lemma. >. L E—— 
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q Vertue, 


Weet day, fo cool, ſo calm, ſo bright, 
| The bridall of the earth and skie: 
f The dew ſhall weep thy fall ro night; 
For thou muſt die. 


Sweet roſe, whoſe hue angrie and braye 
Bids the raſh gazer wipe his eye: 
"Thy root is ever in its grave, 

| And thou muſt die. 


f Sweet ſpring, full of ſweet dayes and roſes, 

= A box where ſivcets compaQed liez 

| 5! My mukick ſhows ye have your cloſes, 
St And all muſt die. 


Onely a ſweet and vertuous ſoul, 

Like ſeaſon'd timber, never gives; 

| But though the whole world turn to coal, 
Then chiefly lives. 


« The 


The. Chirch. 


« The Pearl. Matth, 13. 


Know the wayes of Learning; both the head 
Tama pipes that feed the prefle, and make it runne; 
What Reaſorrhath from Nature borrowed, 

Or of it ſelf, like a good hulwife,'{punne 
In laws.and policigz what the ſtarres conſpire; 
What willing Nature ſpeaks, what forc'd by fire; 
Both th old diſcoveries, and the new-found ſeas, 
The ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hiſtorie; 
All theſe ſtand open, or I have the keyes: 

bs | YetTI love thee, 


I know the wayes of Honour, what maintains 
The quick returns of cqurtefie and wit; 
In vies of favours whether partie gains, 
When glorie ſwells the heart, and moldeth it 
To all expreflions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true-love-knat may tie, 
And bear the bundle, whereſce're it goes: 
How many drammes of ſpirit there muſt be 
To ſell my life unto my friends or foes; 

YetTI love thee, 


| 


I know the wayes of Pleaſure, the (yeet ſtrains, 
The lullings and the reliſhes of it; 

The propoſitions of hot bloud and brains; 

IWhart mirth and muſick mean; what Iove and wit 
ave done theſe twentie hundred yeares, and more: 
know the projeRs of unbridled ſtore: = 

y {tuffe is fleſh, not brafſez my ſenſes live, 

And grumble oft, that they have more in me 

Then he that curbs them, being but one to five: 
Yet I love thee. 


Ds 


f 
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T know all theſe, and have them in my hand: - 
Therefore nor ſealed, but with open eycs 
I flie to thee, and fully underſtand 
Both the main ſale, and the commodities; + 
And at what rate and price I have thy love; . 
With all the circumſtances that, may.move; 
Yet throngh the labyrinths, not my groveling wit, 
Butthy filk twiſt let doven from heav'n to me, 
Did both conduR and teach me, how by it 

| To climbe to thee. 


« Afﬀiction. _ 
Roken in pieces all afunder, 
B  _ Lordhuntmenot, 
A thing forgor, 
Once a poore creature, nov 2 wonder; 
A wonder tortur'd in the ſpace 
Betwixt this yorld and that of grace, 


My thoughts are all a caſe of knives, 
Wounding my heart 
With ſcatrer'd ſmart, 
As watring potsgive flow'ss their lives., 
Nothing their furie can. controll, 
While they do wound and prick my ſou].: 


All my attendants are at ſtrife, 
Quitting their place 
Unto my face: 
Nothing performs the task of life: 
]he elements are let looſe to fight, 
And whulc I live, trie out their right. 


Oh h 


Who 


Then 


Labo 


Or ca 


Andr 


Parrat 


Full o 


For he 


ts 


Oh 


The-Church, 


Oh help, my God! let nor their ploc 
Kill them and mez 
Andalſo thee, 
Who art my life: diffolye the knot, .. 
As the ſunne ſcatters by his light 
All the rebellions of the night, 


Then ſhall thoſe powers, which work for grief, 


Enter thy pay, 
And day by day a 
Labour thy praiſe and my relietz 
With care and courage building me, 
Till I reack.heay'n, and much morethee. 


<q Man. 
My God, I heard this day, 
That none doth build a ſtately habitation, 
But he that means to dywell-therein, 
What houſe more ſtately hath there been, 
Or can be, thenis Man? to whoſe creation 


All things are in decay. 


For Manis ey'ry thing, 

And more: He is atree, yet bears ng fruits 
A beaſt, yet is, or ſhould be more, 
Reaſon and ſpeech we onely bring. 

Parrats may thank us, if they are notmute, 

They go upon the (core, 


Man is all 'F 3 
Full of proportions, one ſim beto , 
Andall to all the werld beſides: 
Each part may call the fartheſt brother: 
For head with foot hath private amitie, 
And both with moons and tides. 
ET Nothing 
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Nethiag hath gotſo farre, 
But man hath caught and kept it, as his prey, 
His eyes diſmount the higheſt ſtarre; 
He is in little all the ſphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our fleſh, becauſe that they 
- Finde their acquaiytance there, 


For us the windes do blow, 


The earth doth reſt;heav*n move, and fountains flow. 


Nothing we (ce, but means our good, 
As our delight, or as our treaſure: 
The whole is either vur cupboard of food, 
Or cabinet of pleafure. 


The ſtarres have us to bed; 
Night dravs the curtain,which the ſunne withdraws: 
Muſick and light attend our head, 
All things unto our fleſh are kinde 
Tn their deſcent and beings v0 our Winde 
In their aſcent and cauſe. 


Each thing is full of dutie, 
Waters united are our navigationz 
— Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
Below, ourdrink; aboye, our meat: * 
Both are our cleanlinefle. Hath one ſuch beautic? 
Then how are all things neat! 


: More ſcrvants wait on Man, 
Then he'l take notice of: in ev'ry path 
| He treads down that which doth befriend him, 
When ficknefle makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mightic love! Man is one world, and hath 
Another to attend him, 


Since 


| Sob 


Cho. 


Cho. 


Cho. 


Cho. 


Cbo. 


Cho. 
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| Since then, my God, thou haſt 
So brave a Palace builtz O dwell in it, 
Thar it may dwell with thee at laſt! 
Till then, afford us ſo much wit, 
That, as the world ſerves us, we may ſerve thee, 
' Andboththy ſervants be, 
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_ « Antiphon, 
Chor. YRaiſed be the God of love, 
Men. Here below, 
Angels. And here aboye: - 
Cho. Who hath dealt his mercies ſo, 
Ang. To his friend, 
rays; Men. And to his foes 


Cho. That bothgrace and glorie tend - 
Avg. Us of old, 
Meg. Andusinth'end.. 

Cho. The great Shepherd of the fold 
Ang. Us did make, 
An. For us was ſold. 


Cho. He our foes in pieces brake: 
Ang. Him we touch; 
Men. And him we take, 
Cho. Whetefore fince that he is ſuch, 
Ang. We adore, 
Men. And we do crouch. 


him, | cbo. Lord, thy praiſes ſhould be more. 
Men. We have none, 
Ang. And ve no ſtore, 
Cho. Praiſed be the God alone, 
Who hath made of tyyo folds one. 


SINCE 4 Un- 


The Church. 
' © Uakindneſle. 


Ord, make me coy and tender to offend, 
In friendſhip, firſt I think, if that agree, 
Which T intend, 
Unto my friends intent and end, 
I would not uſe a friend, as T uſe Thee. 


36 


If any touch my friend, or his good name, 
Tt is my honour and my loveto free 
His blaſted fame 
From the leaſt ſpot or thought of blame. 
1 conld not uſe a friend, as I uſe Thee, 


My friend may ſpit upon my curious flooxe: 
Would he have-gold? I lend i inſtantly; 
But let the poore, Fj 
And thou within them ftarye at doore. 
I cannot uſe a friend, as 1 uſe Thee, 


When that my friend prerendeth toa place, 
I quit my intereſt,and leave it free: 
But when thy grace. 
Sues for my heart, thee diſplace; 
Nor would I uſe a fiend, as I uſe Thee. 


Yet can afriend what thou baſt done fulfill? 
Owrite in braſle, My God upon a tree 
His bloud did fpill 
Onely t# purchaſe my good wilt: 
Tet uſe 1 zor my foes, as 1 uſe Thee. 


e Life, 


 7-M: 
Tae 
| But T 
By nc 


My h: 
I took 


Who « 
Makin 


Farew 
Fit, vv. 


Ifolo 
Since i 
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« Life. 


| 7- Made a police, while the day ran by: 
; [Here will I ſme]l my remnant onr, and tie 
_ My life wichin this band; 
But Time did becken to the flow'rs, and they 
By noon moſt — ſeal away, 
d wither'd in my hand, 


My hand was next to them, and then my heart; 
I rook, without more thinking, in good pare 
Times ends admenitiong 
Who did ſo ſweetly.deaths (ad raſte convey, 
as Making my minde to ſmell my fatall day, 
Yet ſugring the ſuſpicion, 


Farewell deare flow'rsz ſweetly your time ye ſpe 
Fit, while ye liy'd, for ſmell or ornament, &* 
And after death for cures, 
1foHow ftragght without complaints or grief, 
Since if my ſent be good, I care nor if 
It be as ſhort as yours, 


"_ ah + mn _ 


| —_ x Ny —__ L CO 


. & Submiſfion, 


BY: that thou art my wiſdome, Lord, 
And both mine eyes are thine, 
My minde would be extreamly ſtirr'd 


For miſſing my deſigne. 


Vere it not better to beſtoyw 

Some place and power on me? 
Then ſhould thy prailes with me grow, 
ife, And ſhaze in my degree. 


— KK 


But 
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But when I thus diſpute and grieve, 

 _ TIdoreſume my fight, 

And pilfring what-I once did give, 
ifſeize thee of thy right. 


How know I, if thou ſhouldſit me raiſe, 
That I ſhould then raiſe thee? | 
Perhaps great places and thy praiſe 
Do not ſo well agree, 


Wherefore unto my gift I ſtand; 
I will no more adviſe:' | 

Onelydo thou lend me a hand, 
Since thou haſt both-mige eyes, 


— _ _—______ 


Cannot skill of theſe thy wayes. 
Lord, thou didſt make me, yet thow woundeſ# rve: 
Lord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou doft relieve me: 
Lord, thou relieves, yet I die by thee: 
Lord, thou dof? kill me, yet thoa doſ# repricyve me. 


But when mark my life and praiſe, 

Thy juftice me maſt fitly payes: 
For,1 do praiſe thee, yet I praiſe thee n0t- 
My prayers mean thee, yet my prayers ſfray: « 
1 would do well, yet ſiane the hand hath got: 
My ſoul doth love thee,yet it loves delay. 

I cannot kill of theſe my yayes. 


— 4 _ 4 — _ 


Ry —_— 


C Charms and Knots. 


Ho reade acchaprer when they riſe, 
V Shall ne're be troubled with ill eyes. 


— a _ = 4 Lemma 


ne: 


A poore mans rod, when thou doſt ride, 
Is both a veapon and a guide, 


Who ſhuts hig hand, hath loſt his gold: 
Who opens it, hath it twice told, 


Who goes to bed and doth not pray, 
Maketh two nights toev'ry day, 


Who by aſperſions throw a ſtone 
At th” head of others, hit their own. 


Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Findes himſelf there, and ſecks to riſe, 


When th' hair is ſweet through 474 or luſt, 
The powder doth forget the du 


Take one from ten, and what remains? 
Ten ſtill, if ſermons go for gains, 


In ſhallow waters heav'n doth ſhowy 
But who drinks on, to hell may go. 


Affliction. 
My God, I read this day, 
That planted Paradiſe was not ſo firm, - « 
As was and is thy floting-Ark; whoſe ſtay 
And anchor thou art onely,ro confirm 
And ſtrengthen itin ev'ry age, 
When waves do riſe, and tempeſts rage: 


At firſt we liv'd in pleaſure; 
Thine own delights thou didſt to us impart: 
When we grew wanton, thoudidft uſe diſpleaſure 
To make us thine: yet,that ye might nor part, 
As we at firſt did board with thee, 
Now thou would taſte our miſeric, 
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* There is but joy and grief; | 


If either will convert us, we are thine: 


Some Angels us'd the firſt; if our relief m—_ 
T ake up the ſecond, then thy double line 
And ſev'rall baits in either kinde T 
Furniſh thy table to thy minde. Into 1 


AfliQion then is ours; 
We are the trees, whom ſhaking faſtens more, ; 
While bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bowers, ÞMrkin 
And ruffle all their curious knots and ſtore. T 
My God, ſotemper joy and wo, 
That thy bright beams may tame thy bow. 


P_ PPY a 


L T— L — 


q Mortification, uh p 
How fondoth man decay! Ar 
When clothes are taken from a cheſt of ſweets 
To ſwaddleinfants,yhoſe young breath Ye 
Scarce knows the way That a 
Thoſe clouts acc liule winding ſheets, 
Which do configne and ſend them unto death, mn 
When boyes go firſt to bed, 
They ſtep into their voluntarie graves; 
Sleep bindes them faſtz oak. their breath Wee 
Makes them not dead: Strus 
Succeſſive nights, like rolling waves,  Pdviſe 
Convey them quickly, who are bound for death. ncoun 
When youth is frank and free, F 
And calls for mwſfick, while his veins do ſwell, ne mi 
All day exchanging mirth and breath t ſor 
In companiez : s my C 
"That mufick ſummons to the knell, cis tc 
Which hall befriend him at the houſe of death. Li 


When 
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When mag grows ſtaid and wiſe, 
Getting a houſe and home, where he may move 
Within the circle of his breach, 
Schooling his eyesz 
That dumbe cdekace maketh love 
Into the coffin, that attends his death, 


When age yoo lowand weak, 
zers, PDiirking his grave, and thawing ev ry yeare 
: Till all do melr, and drown his breath 
When he would (peak; 
A chair or litter ſhows the biere, 


hich ſhall convey him tothe houſe of death. - 


I” 


Man, ere he is avyare, 
ath put togerher a ſolemnitie, 
Anddreft his herſe, while he hath breath. 
As yer to ſpare. 
Yet Lord, inſtru us ſo to die, 
Thar all theſe dyinzs may be life in death, 


Bonn mn nn mere —_ ——_—. _— at 
—— tems — 4 


«q Decay. 


Weet were the dayes, when thou didR lodge with 
Strugzle with Jacob, fit with Gideon, (Lot, 
dviſe with Abraham, when thy power could not 
ncounter Moſes ſtrong complaints and mone: 

Thy words were then, Let me «lone. 


ne might have ſought and found thee ona 
t ſome fair oak, or biilh, or cave, or Well: | 
s my God this way? No, they would reply: 
2 is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell: 
Liſt, ye may keare great Aarons bell. 


Vhen 


But 
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But now thou doſt thy ſelf immure and cloſe 
In ſome one comer of a feeble heart: -.. , 


Where yet both Sinne and Satan, thy old fees, 


Do pinch and ſtraiten thee, and uſe much art 
To gainthy thirds and little part. 


I ſee the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once ſpread, as in an urn 
Doth cloſer up it ſelf, and Kill retreat, 
Cold finne ill forcing it, till it return, 

And calling Juſtice, all things burn, 


«& Miſcric. 

Lord, ler the Angels praiſe thy name. 
Man 1s a fooliſh thing, a fooliſh thingz 

Folly and Sinne play all his game. 
His houſe Rill burns; and yethe fill doch ſing, 


Man ts but graſſe, 
He knows it» fill the glaſſe. 


How canſt thou brook his fooliſhnefle? 


Why, he'l not loſe a cup of drink for thee: 
Bid him but temper his exceſle; .. _ 
Not hee he Rnows where he can better be, 
As he will (wear, 


Then to ſerve thee in fear. 


What ſtrange pollutiohs doth he wed, 
And make his own, as if none knew but he! 
No man ſhall beat into his head, 


That thou within his curtains drawn canſt ſee; 


They are of cloth, 
Where never yet came moth, 


% 


The 
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The beſt of men, turn but thy hand - 
For one poore minute, tumble ar a pinne: 
They would not have their aQtions ſcang'd, 
Nor apy ſorrow'tell them that they finne, 
© Though it be ſmall, 
And meaſure not their fall, 


9; 


They quarrell thec, afid would give over 
The bargain made to ſerve thee: but thy loye 
Holds them unto it, and doth coyer 
Their follies with the wing of thy milde Dove, 
Not (uff ring thoſe 
. Wha would, to be thy focs, 


My God, Man cannot praiſe-thy name: 
Thou art all brightnefle, perfe@puritie; 

The lunne Folds down his head for ſhame, 
Dead with eclipſes, when we ſpeak of thee, 

How ſhall infe&ion 
Preſume on thy perfeRion? 


As dirtic hands foul all they touch, 
And thoſe things moſt, which are moſt pureend fige: 
So our clay hearts, ev'n when we crouch : 
To ſing thy praiſes, make them lefle divine, 
Yereither this, 
Or none thy portion is, 


Mancannot ſerve thee; let him go , 

And ſerve the ſwine: there, thereis his delight: 
He doth not like this Vertue, noz 

Give him his dirt to wallow in all night: 
Theſe Preachers make 

His head to ſhoot and ake, 
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Oh fooliſh man, where are thine eyes? 
How haſt thou loſt them in 2 croud of cares! 
+ Thoupull' the cug, and wilcnor riſe, 
No, not to purchaſe the whole pack of Rtartes: 
' There ler them ſhine, 
Thou mult go ſleep, or dine, 


The bird that ſees a daintie boyver 
Made in the tree; yyhere ſhe yas yyonr to ſir, 
Wonders and fings, but not his power, 
Who made the arbour: this exceeds her wit, 
But man doth knoyy 
The ſpring, whence all things flow; 


And yet, as though he kncy it not, 
His hnoniite winks, and* lets his humours reignt: 
They make his life a conſtant blot, | 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain, 
Ah wretch! what verſe 
Can thy ſtrange wayes rehearſe? 


Indeed at firſt Man yas a treaſure, © 
A box of jewels, ſhop of rarities, | 
A ring, whoſe poſie was, My pleaſure: 
He vvas a garden in a Paradiſe: 
Glorie and grace 
Did croyn his heart and face, 


- But finne hath fool'd him. Now he is 
A lump of fleſh, without a foot or wing 
To raiſe him to the glimpſe of blifſe: 
A lick tols'd veſiel, daſhing on each thing; 
Nay, his ovvn ſhelf: 
My God, I mean my ſelF. 


« Jordan 


The Chnrch, 


q Jordan, | 


WW Hen firſt ——_— of heay'nly joyes made men. 
Such was their luſtre,they did ſo excell, (tion, 
That I ſought out quaint words, and trim inventions 
My thoughts began to buraiſh, ſprout, and (ell, 
Curling with metaphors a plain intention, 

Decking the fenſe, as if it were to ſell. 
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Thouſands vf aotions in my brain did runne, 
Of'ring their ſervice, if I were nor ſped; 
low: Þ I often blotted what I had begun; 
This was not quick enough, and that was dead, 
Nothing could ſeem too rich to clothe the ſunne, 
ceignt} Much lefle thoſe joyes which trample on his head, 


As flames do work and winde, when they aſcend, 
So did I weave my (elf into the ſenſe. 
? But while I buſtled,I might heare a friend 
Whiſper, How wide is alt this long pretence! 
There is in love a ſweetneſſe ready penn'd: 
Copie out onely that, aud ſave expenſe. 


| IN ah a —— L__ ——_— PI" 


— 


q Prayer. 


OF what an eaie quick acceſle, 
My blefled Lord, art thou! how ſuddenly 
May our requeſts thine care invade! 
To ſhevy that ſtare diſlikes nor eafineſle, 
If 1 bur lift mine eyes, my ſuit is made: 
Thou canſt no more not heace, then thourcanft die. 
Of 


dan 
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| Of vehat ſupreme Almightic power 
Is thy great arm,which ſpans rhe ER and weſt, 
And tacks the centre to the ſphere! 


By it do all things live their mealur'd houre: As if 
We cannot ask the thing yhich is not there, | 
Blaming the ſhallowneſle of our requeſt. 
T her 
Of yvhat unmeaſurable loye 
Art thou poſleſt, who, when thou couldſt not dies 
Wertfain to take our fleſh and curſe, "Pus 
And for our ſakes in =— _ ovoyes . 
That by deſtroying that which ty'd thy purſe, 
kx Ars make? way for liberaliet Relig 
Since then theſe three wait on thy _ That 
e, Power, and Love; I value Prayers fo, 
" That were I to leave all but one, , Yer 
Wealth, fame, endowments, vertues, all ſhould go: TI 
J and dezre Prayer would together dwell, _ 
And quickly gain, for each inch loſt, an ell. 
A ks TE ETAWINA®: | 
« Obedience. Ot wh 
Mr God, if writings may 
Convey a Lordſhip any wa 
Whither the buyer and the (cller pleaſe; Where 
Let it nor-thee-dilpleaſe, 
If this poore paper do as much as they. Lord, 
On ir my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need "P78 
To paſſe it ſelf and all ir hath to thee: conn 
To which Ido agree, ' "Fly 


And here preſent it as wy ſpeciall deed. 
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If that hereafter Pleaſure 
Cavil, and claim her part and meifiice, 
As if thispaſſed with areſeryation, 
Or ſome ſuch words in faſhion; 
T here exclude the wrangler from thy treaſure, 


| O let thy ſacred will 
All thy delighe in me fulfill! 
Let me not think an ation mine own yay, 
But as thy love ſhall fryay, 
Reſigning up the rudder to thy skill. 


Lord, what is manto thee, 
That thou ſhould minde a rotten tree? S. oo 
Yet fince thou canſt not chooſe but ſee my ations; 
So great are thy perfe&ions, 
Thou mayſt as well my aQtions guide, as ſee. 


Beſides, thy death and bloud 
Show'd a ſtrange love to all onr good: 
Thy ſorrows were in earneſt; no faint proffer, 
Or ſuperficial offer 
Of what ve might not take, or be withſtood, 


Wherefore I all forgo: 
To'one word onely T ſay, No. 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe g0z 
| He that will paſit his land, 
As T have mine, may ſet his hand 
\nd heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
0 both our goods, tf he ro it will Rand, 


E Hove 
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| How happie were = _ 

If ſome kinde man would thruſt his heart 
Into theſe lines; till in heay'nscourt of rolls 


They were by winged fouls 


Entred for both, farre above their deſert! 1 
REF" = With 
IU Ek” _ 7 
, q| Conſcience. Yet al 
| Peace pratler, do not lowre: Did ” 
Not afair look, but thou doſt call it foul: 
Not a ſweet diſh, but thou doſt call it ſoyvre: ' 
Muſick to thee doth howl. And n 
| Byliſtning to thy chatting fears For al 
- Thave both loſt mine eyesand cares, There 
- Pratler, no more, I fay: Whict 
My thoughts muſt work, but like a noiſclefſe ſphere. 1 
Harmonious peace muſt rock' them all the day: All .. 
No room for pratlers there. k 
If-thou perfiſteſt, I will tell thee, Is not 
That I have phyfickto expell thee, And ty 
And the reccit ſhall be -_ 
My Saviours bloud: when ever at his board A 
Ido buttaſte it, ſtraight it cleanſeth me, fades 
And leaves thee not a word; The n 
No, not a tooth or nail togſcratch, 

And at my aRions carp, or catch. EG 
X Yet.if 'thourralkeft till, O 

Beſides my phyſfick; know there's ſome for rhee; 
Some yybod and nails to make a ſtaffe or bill Thy lo 


For thoſe that trouble me: 
. Thebloudie croſle of my deare Lord 
1s both my phyſick and my (word, 


q Sio 


The Church. | 9 9 


Sion. 
Ord, with what glorie waſt thou ſerv'd of old, 
[when Solomons temple ſtood and flouriſhed! 
Where.moſt things were of pureſt golds 
The wood was all embelliſhed 
With flowers and carvings, mylticall and rare: 
All how'd the builders, cray'd the feers care. 


Yet all this glorie, all this pomp and ſtare 

Did not affe& thee much, vas not thy aim; 
Something there was, that ſow'd debates 
Wherefore thou quite thy ancient claim: 

And now thy Archite&ture meets with finne; 

For all thy frame and fabrick is within. 


There thou art ſtruggling with a peeviſh heart, 
Which ſometimes crofleth thee, thou ſometimegut: 
The fight is hard on either part, 
Great God doth fight ,he Sorh ſubmit, 
All Solomons ſea of brafle and yorld of ſtone 
Is not ſodeare to thee as one good grone, 


And truely brafſe and ſtones are heavie things, 

Tombes for the dead, not temples fit for thee: 
But grones are quick, and full of wings, 
And all their motions upward be; 

And ever as they mount, like larks they ſing: 

The noxe is ſad, yer muſick far a king, 


— —C 


wo 


Home. : 
Ome Lord, my head doth burn, my heart is ſick, 
While thou doſteyer, ever ſtay: 


Thy long deferrings wound nie to the quick, 
My ſpirit = night and day, 
O thow thy (elf ro me, 
Or take me up to thee! 
_— 
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How canſt thou ſtay, confidering the pace 
The bloud did make, yvhich thou didfſt yaſtc? 
When I behold i trickling down thy face, 
I never ſaw rhing make ſuch Ss, 
| O ſhovvthy (elf tome; 
£ Or take me upto thee! 


With « 
And 


When Man was loſt, thy pitie lookt about Nothi 
To ſce whathelp in th earth or skie: 
Bur there was none; at leaſt no help withour: Some 1 
: The —_ in thy bofome lie. 
ht ſhow thy, &c, ; 


We tall 
There 


There lay thy-fonne:and muſt he leave that neſt, 
Thar hive of ſyweetneſle, ro remove 
Thraldome from theſe, who woyld not ar a feaſt 
Leave onepoore apple for thy love? 

O ſhow thy, &c, 


He did, he came, O my Redeemerdeare, Ohloo 
ode 9 nn YR ftrange? a 
So many yeares baptiz'd nota ? c 
As if thy = could fail or - <a , 
O ſhowthy, &c. 


Yertif thou ſtayeſt Rill, why muſt I tay? What h 
My God, what is this world to me? 
This world of wo? hencc all yeclouds, ayvay, My tho 
Away; I muſt get up and ſee, 
O ſhowy V8 8c. 


What is this weary:werld, this meat and drink, Come « 

| That chains us by the teeth ſo faſt? | 

What is this woman-kinde, which-I cag wink And ey 
Into a blickneſſe and diſtaſte? 

Q ſhow thy, &c. T 


yalte? 


ty 


With 


The Charch. ron 


With one ſmall (gh thowgav'it meth' other day 
I blaſted all che joyes about me: 
And ſcouling on them as they pin'd away, 
Now come again, (aid I, and flout mc. 
' Oſhow thy (elf rome, 
Or take me up to theel 


Nothing but drought and dearth, but buſh and brake, 
Which way ſoc're I look, I (ce. 
Some may dream merrily, but when they wake, 
They drefle themſelves and come-to thee, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


We talk of harveſts; there are no fuch thingy, 
But when we leave our corn and hay: 
There is no fruitfall yeare, but thar which brings 
The laſt and lov” d,though dxcadfull day. 
 Oſhowthy, &c, 


Oh looſe this frame, this knot of man untie! 
That my free foul may uſe her wing, 
Which now is pinion*d with mornalitie, 
As ani » hamper'd thing, 
O ſhow thy, &c. | 


What have I left, that Tſhould Nay and grone? - - 
ThemoRt of -me to heay'nis fled: . 
My thoughts and joyes are all packt up and gone, - 
And for their old acquaintance plead. 
O ſhow thy, VC 


Come deareſt Lord, paſſe not this holy ſeaſon, 
My fleſh and bones and. joynts dopray: _ 
And ev'n my verſe, when by the rhyme and reaſon 
The word is, Sray, ſayes ever, Come. 
O ſhove thy (elf come, 
Or toke me upto thee! 


E 3 @ The 
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- F Joy,deare Mother, when I view 
[ Thy perfeR lincaments, and hue 


Both ſweet and bright. 


Beautie in thee takes up her place, 
And dates her letters from thy face, 
When ſhe doth write, 


A fine aſpe& in fir aray, 
Neither z09 mean, nor y«t too gay, 
Shows who is beſt, 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare; 
For all theyeither painted are, 
Orelle undreſt. 


She on the hills, which wanton): 
Alluceth all in hope to be - - 
LR By b; 
Hath kiſs'd ſo long her pai 
Thatey'n her body Kit 

I 


_— —— - -m—= 


She in the valley is ſo ſhie 
Of drefling, that her _ 


While ſhe avoids her neighbox 
She wholly goes on th' other ſia? 
! And nothing 


But deareſt Mother, ( what thoſe miſſe ) 
- The mean thy praiſeand gloric is,' ' 
| And long may be, 


Bleſſed be God, whoſe loye it was 
To double-moat thee with his grace, 
PL And none bur thee, 


q Th 
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He merrie world did on aday 
T wich his train-bands and mares agree- 
To meet together, where I lay, 
And all inn LO geere At Me, - 


Firſt, Beautie __ intoa roſe, 

Which when I pluckt nor, Sir, ſaid the, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands are thoſe ? 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lird, for me, . 


Then Money came, andchinking ſtill, 
What tune is this, poore man? ſaid he: 
aveard in Muſick you had skill. 

aw ſbalt anſwer ,Lord, for me. 


> brave Glorie ng b = 
hiſtled, _m_ "4 

'd me half an eie. 

anſwer, Lord, for me. 


ick Wit and Converſation, 
d needs a comfort be, 

rt, make an oration. 

alt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


F/hen the houre of thy deſigne 
0 aniwer theſe fine things ſhall come 3 
Speak not at large, ſay, I am thine: 
And then they have their anſwer home. 


E4 9 Vanitie. 
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| - F Joy,deare Mother, when I view 
Its) perfe& lincaments, and hue 


x02 


Bath ſweet and bright. 


Beautie in thee takes up her place, 
And dates her letters from thy face, 
When ſhe doth write, 


A fine aſpe& in fic aray, 
Neith;r too mean, nor yet too gay, 
: Shovvs who is beſt, 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare: 
For all theyeither painted arc, 

Orelle undreſt. 
She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be - 
OE LETS By her preferr'd, 
Hath kiſs'd ſo long her painted ſhrines, 


Thatey'n her face by kiſſing ſhines, 
For her reward. 


— ——— - -m 


She in the valley is ſo ſhie 
Of drefling, that her hair doth lie - 
;-;*; About her eares: 


While ſhe avoids her neighbours pride, 
She wholly goes on th' other fide, 
; And nothing wears. 


Burt deareſt Mother, ( what thoſe miſſe) * - 
The mean thy praiſe and gloric is, * '' * 
- And long may be, 


Bleſſed be God, whoſe love it was 
To double-moat thee with his grace, 
IT And none bur thee, 


CT 


T= 
Wi 
To me! 


And all 


Firſt, B 
Which: 
Tell me 
But tho 


Then N 
What tu 
I heard 
But tho 


Then c: 
In flks 1 
He ſcarc 
But thoy 


Then ca 
And he 
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Yet whe 
To ankh 
Speak nc 
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He merrie world did on aday 
T with his train-bands and mates agree- 
To meet together, where I lay, 
And all in ſpart to geere at me. - 


Firſt, Beautie crept intoa roſe, 

Which when I jc not, Sir, ſaid the, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands are thoſe ? 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me . 


Then Money came, and chinking ſtill, 
What tune is this, poore man? ſaid he: 
I heard inn Muſick you had skill. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer ,Lord, for me» 


Then came brave Glorie ng b 
In Glks that vwwhiſtled, nie poſing 7 
He ſcarce allow'd me half an ciec. 
But thor ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


8 


Then came quick Wit and Converſation, 
And he would needs a comfort be, 

And, to be ſhort, make an oration. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Yet when the houre of thy deſigne 
To anſwer theſe fine things ſhall come 3 
Speak not at large, ſay, T am thine 

And then they have their anſyver home. 


E 4 © Vanitie. 
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q Vanitie. 
Oore filly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies low; 
P Whoſe flat delights on earth do creep and grow; 
To whom the ſarres ſhine not ſo fair, as eyes; 
Nor ſolid work, 'as falſe embroydenies: 


Heark and beware, leſt what you now do meaſure 
And write for ſweet, prove a moſt ſowre diſpleaſure. 


O heare betimaes, leſt thy relenting 
1ay come too late! 
To purchaſe heaven for repenting, 
Is no hard rate. 
If ſouls be made of carthly mold, 
Let them love old; 
If born on high, 
Let them unto their k; flie; 
For they can never be atreſt, 
Till they regain their ancient neſt, 
Then filly ſoul take heed) for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy. 


Fa 9" WEY OG IEG 
— 
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- The Dawning. 


Wake ſad heart, whom ſorrow ever drowns: 

; T ake up thine eyes, which feed on carth; 

| Unfold thy forchead -gather'd into frovens: 

| Thy Saviour comes, and with him mirths 

| Amake,awake; 

And with a thankfull heart his comforts take. 
But thou doſt ſtill lament, and pine, and criez 
And feel his death, but not his viQorie. Fe 

riſe 


© ———<IrTI— 


Rivers 
Know 
Haſt th 


If, 
Wl 


Who | 


The'Churth. "rO5 
Ariſe ſad hcartz if thou doſt not withſtand, by | 
Chriſts reſurreRion thine may be; _ 

V3 Do not by hanging down break from the hand, ** -* 
W; Whichas it riſcch,raiſeth-chee:, 1 * 


- ,, Ariſe, ariſcs;:. 
And with his bnriall-linen drie thine eyes. - (grief 
Ire Chriſt left his grave-clothes,thar we wn. 
ſure. Drayvs tears, or bloud;nor want an handkerchief. 


__ 


w_—_ 


— — OC 
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q JESU. 

E S U. is in my heart, his ſacred name 
J Is deeply carved there; bur tWorher week 
A great afflition broke the licdle frame; + 
Ey'n all to pieces; which! Fyrent r&feek; = © &* 
And firſt I found the corner, where was J,. © * 
After, where E S, and nextwhere U wasgraved. 
When I had got theſe parcels, inſtamily . "Li 
Ifat me dowa to ſpell them, and perceived | 
That to my broken heart.he was 1 eaſe you . 
Andto my whote is FES WP. i: 
19G edlard 2 Pour novel ov 


OO —— 


Anſt be idle? canſt lay, 
Fooliſh foul, who wday?' 


Md 


5 | Rivers run, and fprings eacione” 
Know their home, and get chemgdne: : -! 
Haſt thou tears, 0x halt thow.none 2: Ol 


If, poore ſoul, chou haſt notears, 


ie; | Would thou 
* | Who bach the? ſafes | 


Windes ſtill works ir is their lor, 
- Be the ſeaſon cold, Wh ' 
Haſt thou ſighs, or thou not... 
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If thou haſt no ſighs or grones, / 
Would thou hadſt nofleth an - Joby 
Lefler pains ſcape greater ones, - 


Burt if yerthou idle be, | 
' Fooliſh ſoul, Who di'd for thee? 


Ws did leave his Fathers throne, 
To aſſume thy fleſhzpd-bone? 
Had he life, or had he'none? 


Tf he had not liy'd for thee, . 
Thou hadit did maſt wretchedly;_ 
And rwo deaths had becathy fee.,, 


He fo farre Ui has did plot, © 
That his own ſelf he forgot, 
Did he die, or did he nor? - 


Tf he had got di'd for thee,.. g32 296 
Thou hadſtby'dinmiſcrie,.. ! 
'T wo lives wotle then ten RS be. 


And hath any ſpace of breath 
*Twizt his finges and Saviours death? 


He that loſerh.gold, thovgh drofle, 
Tellsro'all hemeets, hig.croffes. - >! +. 
He that finnes, hath he no-lofſe?. 


Ke that findes a6beer ein; : 
Thinks 6n it, and rhinks againe 
Brings thy Saviours death no pain? 


Who inhearrnor evcoknecls; ::. 13 mY 
Neithes 64 any" 


« Dicddjes 


Who j 
That t 


So the 
I diſcl; 
Sinne « 


That i, 
G 
And 
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<q Dialogue... 
Weeteſt Saviour, if my ſoul 
J Were but worth the havi 
Quickly then ſhould I — 
Any thought of waving. 
But when all my care and pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 
To thy wretch ſo full of ſtains; 
What delight or hope remains? 


What ( childe ) is the balance thine, 
Thine the poiſe aud meaſure? 
If 1 fay, Thou ſhale t be mine, 
Finger u0t my treaſure. 
What the gains tn "__ tbee 
Do amount to, onely he, 
Who for man was ſold, can ſee, 
That transferr'd th' accounts to Me. 


But as I can ſee no merit, . 
Leading to this favour; 

So the way to fit me for it, 
Is beyond my ſayour. 

As the reaſon then is thine 

So the way is none of mine: 

I diſclaim the whole de 

Sinne diſclaims, and I == 


That is all, if that 1 could 
Get without repining3 
And my clay, my creature would 
ollow myee uge - 
That as I td þ freely 
With my glorie end deſert» 


” ONS L ſug 2 heart 
ib q Dulneſſe. 
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| Hy.dol languiſh thus, drooping and dull, 


As if I were all carth? 
O give me quickneſſe, that I may with mirth 
Praiſe thee brim-full! 


The wanton lover in a curious ſtrain 
Can praiſe his faireſt fair; 
And with quaint metaphors her curled hair 
Cutle o're again, 


Thonart my lovelineſſe, my life, my light, 
Beautie alone to me: 
Thy bloudie death and undeferv'd, makes thee 
Pure red and white, 


When all perfeRions as bur one appeare, 
Thar thoſe thy form doth ſhow, 
.The very duſt, where thou doſt tread and go, 
Makes beauties here. 


Where arc my lines then? my approaches? views? 
Where are my wi ——_— 
Lovers are ſtill pretending, and ev'n wrorigs | 
Sharpen their Muſe. 


But I am loſt in fleſh, vhoſe ſagred'lies 
Still mock me, ow bold: 
Sure thou didſt put a minde there, if Fcould 
Finde where it lies, 
Lord,cleare thy gift,that with a conſtant wir 
I may but look towards thee: 


Look onely; for to love thee, who ean be, 
Wipe angel fir? © 


4 Love-joy, 


The Church. 
q Love-joy, 
AS on 2 window late I caſt mine eye, 

I ſaw a vine drop grapes with: and C- 
Anneal'd on every bunch. One ſtanding by . 
Ask'd what it meant, I (who am 25494 Ai 
To ſpend my judgement ) ſaid, It ſeem'd ro me 
To be the bodie and the letters both 
Of Joy and Charitie. Sir, you have not miſs'd, 
The man reply'd; It figures FESUS.CHRIST: 


— 
7 


. & Providence. 


Sacred Providence, who from end to end, 

Strongly and ſweetly moyeſt! ſhall I write, 
And not of thee, thr whom my, 6ngers bend. 
To hold my quill? ſtall they not ds thee right? 


Of all the creatures both in ſea and. lagd oy” 
Onely to man thou haſt made known thy wayes, 
And put the pen alone into his hand | 
And made hum Secretazie of thy praile, 


Beaſts fain would ſing; birds dittie to their notes; - 1 
Trees would be taning on their native lute _ 

To thy renovvn; but all their hands and throats 

Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute, 


Man is the worlds high Prieſt: he dath preſeac - 

The ſacrifice for all; while they below 

Unto the ſervice murter an aſſent, 

Such as ſprings uſethar fall, and windes chat bloyy. 


He that to praiſe and laud thee doth refrain, 

Doth not refrain unto himſelf alone, , , . . 
But robs a thouſand wha would praile thee fan; . . 4s 
And dotlicommit a world of - fine in ons, - Th. 
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t 
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The beaſts ſay, Eat me: bur, if beaſts muſt teach, 


T he tongue is yours to eat, but mine to praiſe, 


The trees ſay, Pull me: buc-the hand you ſtretch, 


Is mine to write, as it is yours to raiſe, 


Wherefore, moſt ſacred Spirit, T here preſent: 
For me and all my fellows praiſe to thee: 
And juſt it is that I ſhould pay the rent, 


Becauſe the benefit accrues to me. 


We all acknowledge bath thy.porwer and love 


S: - TobeexaQ, tranſcendent, and divine; 


Who doſt ſo ſtrongly and (o ſweetly moye, 


While all things have their, will, yer none but thine. 


Foreither thy command or thy permiſſion 
Lay hands on all: they are thy right and left. 
The firſt puts on with ſpeed and expedition; 


T he other eurbs ſinnes ſealing pace and thef, - 


——— them both: all muſt appeare, 
And be diſpos'd, and dreſs'd, and tun'd by thee, 


Who ſweetly temper all. If we could heare 
Thy skill and art, what muſick would it bel 


Thou art in ſmall things great, not ſmall in any: 


Thy evenpraiſe can neither riſe nor fall. 


Thou artin all things one, in each thing many: 


For thou art infinite in one and all. 


Tempeſt are calm to thee; they know thy hand, 


And hold ir faſt, as children do their fathers, 


Whichcrie and follow. Thou haſt made poore ſand 


Check the proud ſea, ey'n when-ir ſwells and gathers. 


Thy cupboard ſerves the world: the mear is ſer, 
Whereall may reach: no beaſt but knows his feed, 


| Birds teach us hayeking; fiſhes have their net: - 


—_ 


fle, they on ſome weed. 
© Nothing 
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Nothing ingendred doth prevent his meat? 
Flies have their table ſpread, cre they appeare, 
Some creatures havein winter what to eat; 
Others-do'ſkeep, andenvie not their cheer, 


How finely doſt thou times and ſeaſons ſpin, 
And make a twiſt checker'd with night and dayl 
Which as it lengthens, windes, and windes usin, 
As boulsgo on, but turning all the way. 


Each creature hath a wiſdome'for his good.” 

The pigeons feed their tender off-ſpring, crying, 
When they are callow; but withdrayy their food - 
When they are fledge,that need may teachthem flying, 


Bees work for man; and yet they never bruiſe 
Their maſters flow'r, bur leave ir, having done, 
As fair as ever, and as fit to uſe: KITE 22-40 


So both the flow'r doth ſtay, and hony run, 


Sheep eat the grafle, and dung the ground for more: 
Trees after bearing drop their leaves for ſoil: 

Springs vent their ſtreams, and'by expenſe get ſtore: 
Clouds cool by heat, and baths by cooling boil, --- 


Who hath the vertue to exprefſe the rare 

And curious vertues both of herbs and ſtones? 
Is there an herb for that? O that thy care 
Would ſhow a root, that gives expreſſions! 


And if an herb hath power; what have the Rarres! - 
A roſe, beſides his beaurie, isxure, -- Of 
Doubtleſſe.our plagues and plenric, peace and warres 
Are there much ſurer then our art is - 


Thou haſt hid metals:mnan-may take them thence;-. | 
But athis peril; yvhen he diss the place, *- - 271. ©! 

Hemakesa gravez'28 if the had ERECT 
Andhexnedinan;that be thoytd-fill rhe ſpaces -. 1 


Evn 


— 


| - 212 The Church. j 
| Ey'npoyſons praiſe thee, Shoulda thing be loſt 2 | 
Should creatures want for vyant of heed their duc? 
Since ywhere are poyſons, antidots are moſt: - 


Rain, 
Your, 
When 


The help ſtands cloſe; and keeps the fearitrview. - | And a 
The ſea, yphich ſeems to ſtop the traveller, 17 How 
Is by a ſhip the ſpeedier paflage made. A ber: 
The veindes, who think they rule the mariner, How | 
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ſerve his trade, Or wi 
And as thy houſe is full, fo L adore | & Zomet 
Thy curious art in mhallin thy gaods. Somet 


The hills with h2alth pn js the Vales wich ſtorez, £5 clot 
The South with marblez North with furres &woods, || Boat, 


| Hard things are glorious; cake things good cheap, Moſt } 
' The coammonallmen have: that 15 raxo, - Cold f 
Men therefore ſeek to:have, and care to-keep. _ - Thele 


The healthy froſts with ſummer frujtscompare. The 


Light without winde isglafſe :warm without weighe If Thy cr 
Is wooll and furres: cool withque cloſenefle; ſhade; [© Where 
Speed without pains, a horſe: tallwithourheight,, {Frogs r 


A ſervjle havek lovewrictiour lofle; aſpade.. -. .:.. _ N* Eponge 
All countreys have enougho ſerve their need: © (.- - | To ſho 
If they ſeek-Sne thi dot make them run: Were vv 
For their offence; and thendoſtturn their ſpecd Moſt th 
To becommerce and trade from ſunne; roſunne. Moft th 
Nothing wears dathes byt Man; nothingdoth wand But wh 
But he to wear them, Nathinguſath fire, | Nonec 
But-mari-alone, to ſhe hisheav'/nly breed: | ; --- Andno! 
And onely he hath fucllindefire. -fre 10 And ſo 
When tht-carth was — aft aſtaof wer; : FAllchin 
Whethar lay gather'd,ths habemeſiains: I Yet io cl 
When yet ſome p —_ moiſture gets -:[46ins; | To hon 
The Cera guLarn, © he clo 'Fdums Jlnallm 


Rain, 


1ohe 


The Church. 


Rain, do not hurt my flowers; but gently ſpend 


Your hony drops: preſſe not to ſmell them 
When they axe ripe, their odour will aſcend, 
And at your lodging with their thanks appeare, 


How harſh are thorns«o pears! and yet they make 
A better hedge, and need lefle repgration. 

How ſmooth are filks compared with a ſtake, 

Or with a ſtone! yet make no good foundation. 


Sometimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite, The Indian nut alone 

Is clothing, meatand trencher, drink and kan, 
Boat, cable, fail and needle, all in one. 


Moſt herbs that grow in brooks, are hot and dry. 
Cold fruits warm kernels help againſt che winde, 
The lemmons juice and rinde cue mutually. 

The whey of milk doth looſe, the milk doth binde. 


Thy creatures leap not, bur expreſle 3 feaſt 
Where all the $ fit cloſe, and nothing wants. 


q Frogs marry fiſh and fleſh; bats, bird and beaſt; 


Eponges,non-ſenſe and ſenſe;mines,th' earth & plants. 


To ſhaw thou art not bound, as if thy lot 

Were worſe then ours, ſometimes thou ſhifteſt hands. 
Moſt things move th' under-jaw; the Crocodile not. 
Moft things ſleeplying; th' Elephant leans or ſtands, 


But whohath praiſe enough? nay, who hath any? 
None can expreſſe thy works,but he that knows them: 
And none can know thy works, which are ſo many, 
And ſo complete, but onely he that ovwtes them. 


All things that axe, though they haveſer'rall wayes, 


: | Yet in their being joyn with one advice 


To honour thee: and (o1 give thee praiſe 


In all my other hymnes, but in this tyvice. 
Each 


3. 
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Each thing that is, alchough in uſe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in ſtore 

To honour thee: and ſo each hymne thy tame 
Extolleth many wayes, yet this one more. 


—— —  — — 


qT Hope. 

| Gaye to Hope a watch of mine: but he 

An anchor gave to me. 
Then an old prayer-book I did preſent : 

And he an optick ſent. 
With that I gavea viall full of tears : 

But he a few greeneares. 
Ah Loytererl Tle no more,no more 1'le bring; 
I did expeR aring, 


| vinnes round. 
Orie I am, my God, ſorie Iam, 
Sha: my offences courſe it in a ring; 
My thoughts are working like a buſie flame, 
Untill their cockatrice they hatch and bring: 
And when they once haye perfe&ed their draughts, 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 


My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, 
Which ſpitir forth like rhe Sicilian hill, 

They vent the wares,and paſſe them with their faults, 
And by their breathing vencilate the ill. 

But words ſuffice not, where are lewd intentions: 

My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions, 


My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions: 

And ſo my ſinnes aſcend three ſtories high, 

As Babel grew, before there were diſſentions. 

Yet ill deedsloyrer not; for they ſupply 

New thoughts of finning: wherefore to my ſhame, 
Sorie I am, my God, ſoric Iam, q Time, 


E 

I 

No ma 
If it at 
Bur) 
Twe 
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CE Tune. | 
Ecting with Time, Slack thing, ſaid I, 
M Thy fithe is dull; whet it for ſhame, 
No marvell, Sir, he did replie, 
If it at length deſerve ſome blame: 


But whcre one man yvould haye me grinde it, | 
Twentie for one too ſharp do finde it, 1 | 


Perhaps ſome ſuch of old did paſſe, 

Who above all things loy'd this lifez- 

To whom thy ſithe a hatchet was, 

Which now is but a pruning-knife, 
Chriſts coming hath made man thy debter, 
Since by thy cutting he grows better. 


And in his bleſſing thou art bleſt: 

For where thou onely wert before . 

An executioner at beſt; 

Thou art a gard'ner now,ahd more, 
An uſher to conyey our ſouls 
Beyond the utmoſt ftarres and poles. 


And this is that makes life ſo long, 

While it detains us from our God. 

Ev'n pleaſures here increaſe the wrong, 

And length of dayes lengthen the rod. 
Who wants the place where God doth dyell, 
Partakes alreadiec half of hell. 


Its, 


Of what ſtrange lenzth muſt that needs be, 
Which ey'n eternitie excludes! 

Thus farre Time heard me patiently: 
Then chafing ſaid, This man deludes: 
What do I here before his doore? 

He dorh not crave lefſe. time, but more. 


T2» eq Grateful- 
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« Gratefulneſſe. 
"= that haſt giv'nſo much to me, 


Give onething more, a gratefull heart. 


See hovy thy beggar works on thee 
,  Byarr. 


He makes thy gifts occaſion more, 

And ſayes, If he in this be croſt, 

All thou haſt giv'n him heretofore 
; Is loſt ©. 


_ But thon did reckon, when atfirſt 


Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 


| Whatit would come to at the worſt 
To ſave. g | 


Perpetuall knockings at thy doore, = 
Tears ſullying thy cranſparentrooms, 
Gift upon gift; much would have more, 
And comes. 


This not withſtanding, thou went on, 

And didſt allow us all our noifes 

Nay, thou haſt made a fighand grone 
Thy joyes, 


Not that thou haſt not ſtill above 
Much better tunes then grones can make; 
But that theſe countrey-aires thy love 

Did rake. 


Wherefore I crie, and crie again; 

And inno quietcanſt - wie [oY 

Till I a thankfull heart obtain 
| ; Of thee; 


A holh 


Ididz a 


But wh 


Then v 


But wh 


At leng 


At Salc 


Not thankfull, when it th me; - 

As if thy bleſſings had ſpaxe-dayes: 

hor ſucha _— whoſe pl may be 
Jay praiſe, 


— 


k — | — 


. © Peace. 


Weet Peace,where doſt thou dwell?I humbly craye, 
Let me once knoyy, * - 
I ſought thee ina ſecret cave, 
And ask'd if Peace were there.' 
A hollow winde did ſeem to anfywer, Nos 
Golſeek elſeyhere. 


Ididz and coing did a rainboyy note: 
Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peaces coar: 
I will ſearch out the matter, 
But while I lookr, the clouds immediately 
Did break and "——_ h 


Then went I to: a garden and did fpie © 
| A gallant flower, 
Theccrovn Imperiall: Sure, faid I, 
Peace at the root muſt dyyell. 
But when 1 digg'd, I ſavva worms devoure 
Whar ſhow'd ſo well. 


At length I met a rey'rend good old man; 
Whom when for A 
I did demand, he thus 
There was a Prince of old 
At Salem dyele, who liv'd yeithgood increaſe 
--- Of floekind fold. 4 
e 
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He ſweetly liv'dz yet ſweetnefle did not ſave 


His life from foes. 
But after death out of his grave 


There ſprang twelve ftalks of wheat: 


Which many wondring at, got ſome of thoſe 
. To plant and ſer, 


It proſper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
Pe ON 7 Through all the Carchs 
For they that taſte it do rehearſe, 
| Thatyerruelies thereinz 
A ſecret yertue bringing peace and mirth 
- By -flighr of fGnne. 


Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
.. And grows for youz 
Make bread of it; and that repoſe 
And peace,which ev'ry where 
With ſo muchearneſtneſſe you do purſue, 
| Is onely there. 


<a 


Like n 
A 
'F 
Noſm 
Cloſet 


_— 


« Confeſſion, 
Oo What a cunning .gueſt _ 

Is this ſamegrief} within my heart I made 
Cloſets, and in them many a cheſt; 
And,like a maſter in my trade, 

In thofe cheſts, boxes; in each box, a till: 

Yet grief knows all, and. enters when he will. 


No ſcrue,no piercer can - 
Into apiece of timber work and winde, 
© As Gods afflitions into man, 
When he a torture hath defign'd. 
They are too ſubtjll for the ſubr'Ueſt hearts; 
And fall, like rheumes, upon the tendreſt parts, 


H 
He is c 


One w 
And cal 
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'We are the carth; and they, 
Like moles within us, heave, and caſt about: 
And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool; much lefle give our. 
No ſmith can make ſuch locks bur they have keyes: 
Cloſers are halls torhem; and hearts, high-yvayes, 


-Onely an open breaſt 
Doth ſhut them our, ſo thar they cannot enter; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reſt, 
Bur quickly ſeek ſome new adventure. 
Smooth open hearts no faſtning haye; but tion * 
Doth give a hold and handle to affliRion,” * 


Wherefore my faults and finnes, 
Lord, I acknowledge; take thy plagues away: * 
For ſince confeſſion pardon winnes, 
I challenge here the* _—_ day, 
The cleareſt diamond: lerthem do their beſt, 
They ſhall be thick and cloudie tomy breaſt, 


P_ _— lu A a. Abt 4 ————— FR 


 —— L —_ 


« Giddineſle. 
H what a thing is man! how farre from power, 
. © - Fromletled peace and reſt! 


He is ſome twentie ſev'rall men at leaſt 
:... Eachſey'rall houre. . 


——— 


One while he counts of heay'n, as of his treaſure; 
"But then a thought creeps in, 
And calls him coward, who for fear of ſiane 
; Will loſe apleaſure, 
| = Now 


kW 
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Now he will fight it out, andto the warres t 
Novy eat his bread in peace, 366g 
And ſnudge inquietz novy he ſcorns increaſe; 
Nowalldayſpares. 


He builds an houſe; which quickly doyen muſt go, 
As if a whirlwinde blew 
And cruſke the building; and it's partly true, 
h His minde is ſo, 


O what a ſight were Man, if his attires 
- _ Didalter with his minde; 
And, like a Dolphins skinne, his clothes combin'd Bu 
Wit his defires! 4 F mine 
Surely if each one ſavy ariothers heart, EY, 
F  *» There would be no commerce, 
Noſale or birgain paſſe: all would diſperſe, 
And live apart, lefſed b 


Bur cam | 


Lord mefid, or rather make us: one creation 
Will not ſuffice our turn: 

Except thou make us daily, we ſhall ſpurn 
Our own ſalyation, 


« The bunch of grapes. 
JW I did lock thee-up: but ſome bad man 


Hathlet thee out again: 

And now, me thinks, lam eherel began 
Seven yeares ago: one vogue and yein, 
One aire of thoughes uſurps ny brain; 

1 did toward Canaan draw; but now Jam. | 

Br6ght back to the Red ſea; the lea of ſhame. 


For as the Jews of old by Gods comrtand 


T he Church. 


Travell'd, and ſaw no town; _ 


$0 now each Chriſtian hath hisjourneys ſpann's: | 


' Their ſtorie pennes and ſers us down. 
A ſingle deed is (mall renown, 
ods works are wide, and let in future times: 
is ancient juſtice overfloyys our crimes, 


hen haye we too our guatdian fires and clouds; 
Our Scripture-dew erops faſt: 


We have our ſands and ſerpents, tents and ſhrovds; 


Alas! our murmurings come not laſt, 
But ywhere's the cluſtet? where's the taſte 
df mine inheritance? Locd, if I muſt borrove, 
et me as well rake up their joy as ſorrovwe. 


Bur can he want the grape, who hath the wine? 
T have their fruit and more, - 
lefſed be'God, who proſper'd Noabs vine, | 
And made it bring forth grapes good ſtore, 
But much more him I muſt adore, 
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ho of the Laws ſowre juice ſwcet wine did make, 


Ev n God himſelf, being preſſed for my ſake, 


_ TOY Mt NF P: =__ 3 
l 


«7 Love unknown. _ 

Eare Friend, fit doyyn, the tale is lot 

/ And in my faintings I preſume your love 
Vill more complie then he p. A LordT had, 
ind hive, of whom ſome grounds which may 'im- 
hold for two lives, and both lives in me. G 

0 him I brought a diſh of fruit one day, 

din the middleplac'd my heart, Bur he 
(I figh to ſay ) 

F Lo 


—_— _—— @ 7 7% o 


and ſad; 
ove * 
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Lookt on a ſeryant, yyho did know his eye 
Better then you knoyy me, or (which is one) 
Then I my {elf. The ſervant inſtantly 
Quitting the fruit, ſeiz'd on my heart alone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 
A ſtream of bloud, which ifſu'd from the fide 
Of a greatrock; I well remember all, 
And have good cauſe; there it was dipt and di'd, 
And waſht, and wrung: the very wringing yet 
Enforceth tears. Tour heart was foul, I fear. 
Indecd *tis true. I did and do commit 
Many a fault more then my leaſe will bear; 
Yet Mill asxt pardon, and. was not deni'd, 
But you ſhall heare. After my heart was well, 
And clean and fair, as I one even-tide 

| (1 fightotell ) 
' Walkt by my ſelf abroad,I ſaw a large 
And ſpacious furnace flaming, and thereoa 
A boyling caldron, round about whoſe verge 
| Was in great letters fet AFFLICTION. 
TT he gteatnefſe ſhewy'd the owner. So I went 
To fetch a ſacrifice out of my fold, 
Thinking with that which 1 did thus preſent, 
To wygm his love, which I did fear grevy cold, 
But as my heartdid tender it, the man 
Who yas to take-it from me; {lipt his hand, 
And threw my heart into the (calding Pans 
My heart, that brought ir ( do you underſtand? ) 
The offerers heart, Tour beart was hard, I ſear. 
Indeed *tis true. I found a callous matter 
Began to ſpread and to expatiate there: 
Butwith a richer drug then ſcalding water 
I bath'd it often, ey'n with holy bloud, 
Which at a board, while many drunk bart vine, 
A friend did Real into my cup for good, 
- Eya taken inyardly,and moſt divine 


To 


Ear 
All FOR 


Rather 
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To ſupple hardneffes. Bur at the length 

Out of the caldrongetting, ſoon I fled 

Unto my houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 

Which I had loſt, I haſted to my bed. 

But when I thought to ſleep our all theſe faults 
Gi ſigh to- ſpeak) 

] found that ſome had Rtuff'd the bed with thoughts, 

1 would ſay thorzs. Deare, could my heart not break, 

When with my pleaſures ev'n my reſt was gone? 

Full well I underſtood who had been there: 

For I had giv'n the key to none but one: 

I muſt be he. Tour beart was dull, 1 fear. 

Indeed a flack and leepie ſtate of minde 

Did oft poſlefie me; ſo thzt when I pray'd, 

Though my lips went, my heart id ſay bchinde- 

But all my ſcores were by anorher paid, 

Who tookthe debt upon him. Traely, Frieed; 

For ought I heare, your Maſter ſhows to you 

More favour then you wot of. Mark the end- 

The Font did onely what was old renew: 

The Caldron ſupple what was grown t00 bard: 

The Thorns did quicken what was grown t00 dull. 

AH did but firive to mend what nd, Fer marr'd. 

IF herefere be cheer d, and praiſe bim to the full 

Each day, each houre,each moment of the week) 

ho fain would bave you be new, tender, quick- 


"I MBE 7. A. 
_ y 


« Mans medley. 


* wan how the birds do ſing, 
And woods doings 
All creatures haye their joy; and man hath his. 
Yer, if we rightly meaſure, 
| Mans joy and pleaſure 
Rather hereafter, then in preſent, is» 4 Rs 
Es IR Fa To 


—_— 
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To this life chings of ſeaſe 
. Make theirpretence: 
Inth' other Angels have a right by birch: 
 __ Manties them both alone, . 
And makes them one, 


with th'onehand touching heav'n,with th'other earth, 
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In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In.fleſh he dies, 
He years a ſtuffe, whoſe thread is courſe and roung, 
*  Buttrimm'd with curious lace, 
And thould take place 
Afﬀcer the trimming, not the uſt; and ground, 


Not, that he may not here 
Taſte of. the cheer: 
But as birds drink, and. ſtraighr lift pp their head, 
So muſt he fip and think | 
. Gf, berter drink 
.He may attain to, after he is dead. 


'But as his joyes are double; 
So is histrouble, 
He hath tyyo winters, other things but one: 
Both frouſts and thoughts do nip, 
| And bite his'lyp; 
Ang he of all things fears two Jeaths alone, 


Yetey'n the greateſt griefs 
May be reliefs, 
Could he bur take them right, and in their wayes, 
Happie is he, whoſe heart 
'Hath found the art 
To turn his double pains ro double praiſe, 


The 
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My fig 
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Amaze 


Starres 


A thro! 


lt quits 
Dares t 


There i 
Glorie: 


Poets h 
Theyp 
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C The Storm. 


E as the windes and waters here beloyy 
Do flic and flow, 
arth, | My fighs and tears as buſie' were above; 
Sure they would move 
And much affe& thee, as tempcſtuous times 
Amarze poore mortals, and object their crimes, 


ad, 
Starres have their Forms, ev'n ina high degree, 
. As wellas we. 
A throbbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
Hath a ſtrange fore: 


It quits the earth, and mounting more and more, | 
Dares to afſaulr thee, and belicge thy doore. Ul, 


There it ſtands knocking, to thy muſicks wrong, 
And drowns the ſong. 
Glorie and honour are ſer by till it 
An anſwer get. 
Poets have wrong'd poore ſtorms: ſuch dayes are beſt; 
They purge the. aire veithout, within the breaſt, 


——_—. 
— a. — 


<q Paradiſe. 


Fn thee, Lord, becauſe I 6 r owe - } II 
Among thy trees, which ina & o we | 
To thee both fruit and order ow. il 


What open force, or hidden cHuann if 
Can blaſt my fruit, or bring me 4 AR \ 
While the incloſure is+- thine a R-0? 

F 3;  Incloſe 


he 
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Tncloſe me ftill for fear I $rarrt, 
Be to me rather ſharp and Taxr,., 
Thea let me yant thy hand & ar. 


When thou doſtgreater judgements 8P ARE; 
And with thy knife but prune and PAaREs. 
Ey'n ' fruitfull trees more fruitfull ar =, 


Such ſharpnes ſhows the ſyyecteſt xrEND:; 
Such cuttings rather heal then rexD: 
And ſuch beginnings touch their gNp. 


A— f WT —_— 


q The Method, 
P. Oore heart, lamenc.. 
For fince thy God refuſeth ſtills | 


"There is ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 
. Whichcools his will. 


Thy Father could 
Quickly effe& what thou dolt move; 
For he is Power: and ſure he wouldz; 
For he is Love. 


Go ſearch.this thing, 
Tumble thy breaſt, and turn thy book, 
If thou hadſt loſt aglove or ring, 
Wouldſ thou not look? 


What do I-ſee 

Written above there? Tefterday 

I did behave me carele/ly, 
When 1 did pray» : 
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| And ſhould Gods eare - 
To ſuch indifferents chained be, 
Who do not their own motions heare ? 
Is God lefle free? 


But ſtay! whar's there? 
Lare when 1 would have ſomething done, 
Ihada motion to forbear, 

Tet I went on- 


And ſhould Gods eare, 
Which needs not man, be ty'd to thoſe 
Who heare nos him, but quickly heare * | 

His utter foes? \ | 


Then once more pray?- ; Ne 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice. 
Seek pardon firſt, and God will ſay, 
Glad beart rejoyce. 


/ 


« Divinitie. _— 
$ men, fur fear the ſtarres ſhould ſleep ind nod, | 
And trip at night, have ſpheres ſuppli'd; 


As if a ſtarre were duller then aclod, 
Which knows his way without a guide: 


1 


Juſt ſo the other heay'n they allo ſerve, ll 
Divinities tranſcendent skie: # * 

Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve. 
Reaſon triumphs, and Faith lies by, .: 


Could not that wifdome which firſt broacht the wine, 
Have thicken'd it with definitions? 

And jagg'd his ſeamleſſe coat, had thar been fine, 
With curious queſtions and diviſions? ii 

i 4 Bur i 


CE rch, 


| Bur all the doQrine which he taught and gave, 
Was cleare as heay'n, from whence it came: 


Art leaſt thoſe beams of truth, which onely ſave, The 
Surpaſle in brighenefle any flame. 
: For « 
Love God, and love your neighbour. Watch.and pra) 
Do as you would be unto. 
O dark inſtrutions, ev'nas dark as day! 
Who can theſe Gordian knots undo ? 
EDD Whe! 
But he doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 
Bid what he pleaſe; yer I am ſure, Alm 
To rake and taſte whar he doth there defigne, 
Is all that ſaves, and not obſcure. | 
| ; . I Oh ea 
Then burn thy Epicycles fooliſh man; - 
Break all thy ſpheres, and ſave thy head. 
_ Faith needs no ſtafte of fleſh, bur Routly can... There 
To heav'n alone both go and leade. ! 
| | 
EET Er: 1:7 4» oh 
Ephel. 4. 3o.. 
: | NN If a cli 
Grieve not the Holy Spirit, &c. 
| Nd art thou grieved, ſweet and ſacred Doyc 
A When Jamſowre, Yetif 


And crofle thy love? . 


Grieved for me? the Gad of Rtrengthand power 
_ Griev'd for a worm, Which when I tread, f my « 
I pafle away and leave it, dead? ; L 


T he M 


Ye, 


d pra 
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cep fooliſh heart, 
- — And weeping live: ; 
For death is drie as duff. Yet if ye part, - 
End as the night, whoſe Cable hue t 
Your finnesexpreſſe;.melc into dew. . 


When ſayecie mirth ſhall knock or call ar doore; - 


Cric out, Get hence, 
Or crienomore, 
Almightie God dothgrieve, he purs on ſenſe;* : 
I finne notto my grief alone, .. 
But to my Gods too; he doth grone,” -. 


Oh take thy lute, and tune it to a train, -. 
Which may with thee 
All day complain. -. 
There can no diſcord but in ceafing be. - 
Marbles.can weep; and ſurely ſtrings 


More bowels have thea ſuch hard thingy, +. 


Lord, I adjudge my ſelf totears and grief, ' 
Ev'n endlefſe tears. | 
Withour relief, - 
If acleareſ pring for me no time forbears, }. 
But runnes, although I be not driez . , 
I am no Cryſtall, what ſhall I? 


Yet if I wail not fill, fince ill to wail : 
Nature denies; - 
And fleſh would fail, +. 
f my deſerts were maſters of mine eyes: - 
Lord, pardon, for thy Sonne makes good -: 
My.want of tears with ſtore of bloud.... 


729 
Then w——__ eyes,the-God of leve doth grieve; 
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C The Familje. 


Hart doth this noiſe of thoughts within my 
Y | As if they had apart? (hear; 
What do theſe loud complaints and pulling fears, 
As if there were no rule or cares? 


But, Lord, the houſe and familie are thine, 
— Thoughſome of thew-repine. - . 
"Turn out theſe wranglers, which defile thy ſcar: 
For where thou dywelleſt all is neat. 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 

 _ Then Ocderplayes the ſoul; 
And giying all things their ſet forms and houres, 
Makesof wilde woods fiveet walks and boyres, 


Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ſtand, 
__  » ExpeCtinga command; 

Then whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſloyy, 
MNathing more quick yhen ſhe doth go, 


Joyes oftare there, and griefs as oft as joycs3 
; Bur gies without a noiſe: | 
Yet ſpeak they louder then diſtemper'd fears. 
Whar is ſoſhcill as filent tears? 


'T his is thy houſe, with theſe it doth abound:. 

: And where theſe are not found, 
Perhaps thou com'ſt ſometimes, and for aday; 
| Bux notto make aconftant ſtay. 
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q The Size. 


Content thee, greedic hearr, 
Modeſt and moderate joyes to thoſe, that have 
Title to more hereafter when they part, 
Are paſſing brave. 
Let th' upper ſprings into the low 
Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt floyy, 


What though ſome havea fraughc 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and 'in cinnamon fail 
If thou haſt wherewithall to ſpice a draught, 
When griefs nova 
And for the fature time art heir 
To th' Iſle of ſpices, is't-nor fais ? 


To be in both worlds full 
1s more then God was, who was hungrie here, 
| Wouldſt thou his layys of faſting difanull? 
Ena@ good cheer? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope xo ſave it? 
Wouldſt thou both eat thy cake, and hare it? 


Great joyesare all at once; 
But little do referve themſelves for more: 
Thoſe have their hopes ; theſe what they have re- 
And live on ſcore: (nounce, 
Thoſe are at home; theſe journey ſtill, . . 
And meet the reſt on Sions hill, ju 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 
And in the fleſh condemn'd it as unkir, 
Acleaſt in lump: fox ſuch doth oft deſtroy; 
Whereas a bit 
Doth tice us on to hopes of more, 


And for the preſent health reſtore. 
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A Chriſtians ſtate and caſe 
Ts not a corpulent, but a thinne ang ſpare, 
Yer ative ſtrength; whoſe long and bonic face 
7 > 20,0 0 022 ans wad eqs. 0 
Do.ſcem ta equally divide, . 
Like a pretender, not a bride. . 


Wherefore fit down, good heart; . 
Graſp nor at much, for fear thou loſeſt all. 
If. comforts fell according to deſert, 
They would great irofts andſnows deflroy: | 
For we ſhould count, Since the laſt joy, *_ 


Then cloſe again the ſeam. 

Which thou ha open'd: do not ſpread thy robe 
| In hope of great things. Call tro minde thy dream, 
IH, ' - Anearthly-globe, 

On whoſe meridian was engraven, 
Theſe ſeas are tears, and beav'n the haven. 


\——— 


4 hho 


E-Artillerie-. 


* A-S I oneey'ning ſathefore my cell, 
Ae cthouha a ſtarre did ſhoot into my lap... 
I roſe and ſhook my clothes, as _—_— well, 
That from ſmall fices comes oft no ſmall miſhap: _ 
| When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, | 
Do.as thou uſeſt, diſobey, 
Expell good motions from thy breaſt, 
Which bave the face of fire, but end inreft. 


The Chur C h, s I 3 3 
I, who had heard of mulick in the ſpheres, ; 


Bue not of ſpeech in ftarres, began to mufe: | 
But turning to my God, whoſe miniſters | 
The (tarres and all things are; If I refule, 
"Dread Lord, ſaid I,ſo oft my good; 
Thenl1 refuſe not ey*n with bloud = 
To waſh away my ſtubbosn thought; 
Fox I will do, or ſuffer what I ought, 


But T have, alſo ſtares and fhoorergroo, 
Born where thy ſervan:s both artilleries uſe; - 
My tears and prayers night and day do wooe, 
And work up to thee; yet thou doſt refuſe. 

Not burtI am ( I muſt ſay ſtill ); - 

Much more oblig'd to do thy will, 

Then thou to grant mine: but becauſe .. 
Thy:promiſe noye.hath ev'n ſetthee thy laws, . 


Then we are ſhooters both, and thoy doſt deigne .. ; 


To enter combate with us, and conteſt 
With thine own clay. But I would parley fain:_ 
Shyane not my.arrows, and behold my breaft,_ 

Yet if thou ſhunneſt, I am thine: 

1 muſt be ſo, if Iam mine. 

There is no articling with thee; - 


{ am bur finite, yet thine infinitely; © 


Y 
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The Church. 
q Church-rents and ſchiſmes, 


Rave roſe, (alas!) where art thou? in the chair 
Where thou didit lately ſo triumph and ſhine, 

A worm doth fit, whoſe many feet and hair 

Are the more foul, the more thou wert divine. 

This, this hath done it, this did bite the root 

And bottome of the leaves: which when the winde 

Did once perceive, it blew them under foot, 

Where ruce unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh and: grinde 

Their beayteous glories. Onely ſhreds of thee, 

And thoſe all birren, in thy chair I ſee. 


Why doth my Mother bluſh?. is ſhe the roſe, 

And ſhows it ſo? Indeed Chriſts precious bloud 
Gaye you a colour once; which when your foes 
Thought to let out, the bleeding did you gocd, 
And made you look much freſher then before, 

But when debates and fretting jealouſies 

Did worm and work within you more and more, 
Your cglour faded, and calamities 

© Turned your ruddie into pale and bleak: . 
Your health and beantie both began to break. 


But 


Lift 


For 


Then did ws ſey'rall parts unlooſe and ſtart: 

Which when your neighbours ſayv,like a north-winde 

They ruſhed in, and caft rhem in the dirt - 

Where Pagans tread. O Mother deare and kinde, 

Where ſhall I get me eyes enow to weep, 

As many eyes as ſtarres? Since it is night, 

And much of Aſia and Europe faſt aſleep, 

And ev'n all Aﬀrickz would at leaſt I might 

' Withtheſe two poore ones lick up all the dew 
Which falls by night, and poure it out tor you! 


« Juſtice, 


C 


rhee, 


winde 


| The Charch. T2 5 


'. © Juſtice. 


Dreadfull Juſtice, what a fright and terroux 
(0) Waſt thou of old, ; 
When finne and errour 
Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 
And through their glafle diſcolour thee! 
He that did but leok up, was proud and bold, © 


The diſhes of thy balance ſeem'd to gipe, j 
: Like two great pits; 
The beara and icape 
Did like ſome tort"ring engine ſhoyy + 
Thy hand abovedid burn and gloy, 
Daating the ſtouteſt hearts, the proudeſt yvits, 


But now that Chriſts pure ratpreſeaca the ſight, - 
I fce no fears: 
Thy hand is white, 
Thy ſcales like buckets, which atrend 
And interchangeably deſcend, 
Lifting to heaven from this well of tears. _ 


For where before thou ſtill didſt call on me, 
Now I ſtill touch . 
And harp on thee, 
Gods p————_ made thee mines * 
Why ſhould I juſtice nov decline? 
Acainſ me there is none, but for me much, * 


"OY _— 


CF. The Pilgrimage. . 
Travell'd on, ſecing the hill, where lay 
I My expeQation, 
A long it was and weary way, 
The gloomy cave of Deſperatios 
I left on th' ene, and on the other fide | bY 
"| The rockofPride, And | 


— OS Tos wo 
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And ſoI came to-phanGes medow ſtrow'd+ 
With many a floyer:. . 
Fain would I here have made abode, _ 
DE Put I was - nanany | poo yh houre. 
tQ cares cops | came,, tthrough - 
TY We UC RTIN gp 


That led me tothe wilde of paſſion, which 
Some all the wold; 
A waſted place, but ſometimes rich- 
Here I was robb'd of all my gold, 
Save one good Angel, which a friend had y'd 
| Cloſe ro my fide, ; 


At length I got unto the gladſome hill; 
Where lay my hope, 
Where lay my heart; and Zimbive Rill, | 
j When Thad gairrd the brow and top, 
| Alake of brackifhwaters on the ground | 
| Was all-1 found: 


- With that abaſh'd and ſtruck with many a Ring. 
| | Of ſwarming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas my King! 
| Can both the way and end be tears? 
|. Yettaking hears, Iroſe, and then perceiv'd 
l I was decciv'd. ; 


My hill yas. further: ſo-T flung away, - 
Yet heard a crie 
Juſt asT went, Non? goes that way -- 
And lives: 1f that be all, (aid ], 
After ſo foul a journey dearh is fair, . 
WE And but a chaiz, © 
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4 The Holdfaſt. 
Threatacd to obſerve the tric decree 


Of my deare God with all my power and might; 


But I was told by one it could not bez- 
Yet I might truſt in God to be my light, 


Then will I truſt, faid T, in him alone. 

Nay, ev'n to truſt in him, was alſo his: 

We muſt confefle that nothing 1$ Our on. 
Then I confefle that he my ſuccour 18. 


But to haye nought is-ours, not to confefie 
That we have no 
Much troubled, rilt I heard a friend expreſfle, 

That all things were moxe ours by being his. 
What Adam had, and forfeited for all, 
Chriſt keepeth now, who canner fail or tall, 


"237 


he. I ſtood amaz'd at this, 


qe Complaining. 
'O not beguile my heart, 
Becauſe thou art 
My power and wiſdome. Pue me not to ſhame; 
Becauſe I am 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duſtthar calls, 


Fhou arr the Lord of glorie; 
The deed and torie. 
Are both thy due: but I a fillie flie, 
Thar live or dic 
According as the weather falls, 


Art thou all juſtice, Lord? 
Shows not thy word, 
More attributes? Am TI all throat or eye, 
To weep or cric? 
Have I noparts but thoſe of grief? 


A 


Lee 


* I 3 d - Ct f h - 
| | Ler not thy wrathfull power 
| AfiR my houre, 
My inch of life: or lerthy gracious power 
Contra&t my houre, 


That I may climbe and finde relief. 


CY 
— 
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CE The Diſcharge. 
Ufie enquiring heart, what wouldſt thou know? 
Why doſt thou prie, 
And turn, and leer, and with a licorous eye 
Look high and low, 
 Ardiinthylookings ſtretch and grow? 


Haſtthou not made thy counts, and ſumm'd up all? 
Did not thy heart | ; 
Give up the yhole, and with the whole depart? 
Let what will fall: 
That which is paſt who.can recall? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
 Andis his right. | 
He is thy night at noon; he is ar night 
| Thy noon alone. 
The crop is his, for he hath ſown. 


And well it was for thee, when this befell, 
That God did make 
Thy bulineſle his, and in thy life partake; 
For thou canſt tell, 
- If itbe his once, all is well. 


Onely the preſent is thy part and fee, 
I And happie thou, 
If, though thou didft nor beat thy furure brow, . 
Thou could well ſee 
' What preſent things requir'd of chee, a 
&o 


They 


The Church. 
| k hz why ſhouldſt choufurther go? 
Ces ag "Raiſe not the mudde , 
Of future depths, but drink the cleare and good, 
| | Dig not for wo 
/ In times to come; for it will grow. 


Man and the preſent fit: if he provide,. 
He breaks the ſquare. 
This houre is mine; if for the next I care. 
I grow too wide, 
And do encroach upon deaths. ſide; 


For death each houre environs and ſurrounds. 
He that yyould knove: 
And care for future chances, cannot go 
- Untothoſe grounds, 


But through a Church-yard which them bounds-. 'þ 
-Things preſent ſhrink and die: bur they that ſpend; 


Their thoughts and ſenſe 
Oa future grief, do not remove it thence, - 
Bur it extend, 
And draw the bottome out anend. 


God chains the dog, till night: yeilt looſe the chains. 
R And vake thy ſorrow? 
Wilt thou foreſtall it, and now-grieve to morrows 
Andthen again h 
Grieve over freſhly all thy pain? 


Either grief will not come; or if it muſt; 
Do not forecaſt: 
And while it cometh, it is almoſt paſt. 
Away diſtruſt: 
My God hath promis'd; he is juſt, 


Praiſe. 


- 
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C Praiſe. 


Ing of Glorie, King of Peace, 
Iwill love thee: 
And that love may never ceaſe, 
I wilt move thee. 


Thou haſt granted my requeſt, . 
Thou haſt heard me: 

Thoudidſt note my working breaſt, 
Thou haſt ſpar'd me, 


Wherefore with my utmoſt art 
I will ſing thee, 
And the cream of all my heart 
6 I ill bring thee. 


Though tmy fincies 2gainſt me cried,/ 
Thou did cleare mez_ 
And alone, _ they replied, 
houdidſt heare me. 


Sev'n whole _ not one in ſeyen, 
E will praiſe thee. 

In my heart, though not in heaven, 
L can raiſe thee. 


Thou grow'(t ſoft and moiſt with tears, 
Thou relentedRt: 

And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 
Thcu diflentedf.. 


Small it is, in this poore ſore 
To enroll. thee: 

Ey'n etcrnitic is too ſhort 

Toexcoll thee, 
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q An Offering. 
Orme, bring thy gifc, If bleſfings were as ſlovy 
As mens returns, what would become of fools? 
What haſt thou there? a hean? bur is it pure? 2 
Search well and ſee; for hearts have many holes. 
Yer one pure heart is nothing to beſtovy; - 
In Chriſt rwo natures met to be-thy cure, 


O that within us hearts had propagation, 

Since many gifts do challenge many hearts! 

Yer one, if good , may title to a nuraber; 

And fingle . cok grow fruitfull by deſerts. 

In publick judgements one may be a nation, 

And fence a plague, while others ſleep and lumber. 


But all I fearis leſt thy heart difpleaſe, 

As neither good, nor one: ſo oft diviſfiuns 

Thy luſts have made, and nor thy luſts alone; 
Thy paſſions alſo have their (er partitions. 

Theſe parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 
And thou mayft offer many gifts in one, 


here is a balſome, ar indeed a bloud, (cloſe 

Dropping from heay'n, which doth both cleanſe and 
ll torts of wounds; of ſuch ſtrange force it is, 

Seek out this All-heal, and ſeek no repoſe, 

ntill thou finde and uſe it to thy good: 

hen bring thy gift, and lerchy hymae be this; 


Since my ſadneſſe 
Into gladneffe 
ord thou doſt convert, 
F O accept 
Whar hon haſt kept, 
ls thy due defer, 
ES. _— | Had 
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6 Had I many, 
HadI any, 
( For this heart is none ) 
All werethine 


And none of minez 
Surely thine alone, y Scatter 


Yet thy favour 
May give favour 
To this poore oblation; Mark y 
And it raiſe 
To be thy praiſe, 
And be my ſalvation, Conſid 


Lord « 


C89, 
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q Longing. hy dy 
VW th fick and famiſht eyes, 
With doubling knees and wearie bones, 
| To thee my cries, Lord 
” To thee myproncs, 
To thee my fighs, my tears aſcend: 
No end? 


My throar, my ſoul is hoarſe; 
My heart is wither'd like a ground | 
Which thou doſt curſe. Thy pile 
My thoughts turn round, 
And make me giddic: Lord, I fall, 
HY Yer call. 


£ MOYE 


Haſt tho 


From thee all pitic Hows. 
Mothers are kinde, becauſe thou art, 
And doſt diſpoſe l 
To them a part: $all loc 
Their infants them, and rhey ſuck thee 
REC _ - Moxe free. 


'Bowels 


The Charch. 


Bowels of pitic, heare! 
Lord of my ſoul, love of my minde, 
Bowe down thine carel 
Let not the winde 
Scatter my Words, and in the ſame 
T hy aamel 


Look on my ſorrows ronndl 
Mark well my furnace! O what flames, 
What heats abound! 
What griefs, what ſhames! 
Conſider Lord; Lord bowe thine eare, 
Ang heare! 


Lord Jeſu, thou didft boye 
hy dying head upon the tree; 
O be not novy 
More dead to me! 
Lord heare! Shak he that made the care; 
Not heare? 


Behold, thy duſt doth Rtirrez 
t Moyes, it creeps, it aims at thee: 
Wilt thou deferre 
| . Tofuccour me, 
hy pile of duſt, wherein each crumbe 
Sayes, Come? 


To thee help appertains. 
Haſt thou left all things to their courſe, 
And laid the reins 
' Uponthe horſe? 
$all lockt? hath a ſinners plea 
No key?- 


ovels 


Indeed 
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Indeed the world's thy book, 
Where all things have their leaf afſiyn'd: | 
» Yert a meek look © 
full, yerhumble gat Ang 
' Thy board is full, yethumble gueſts : 
Y 2} Fake ts. 


By t] 


Thou tarrieſt, while I die, 
And fall to nothing; thou doſt reigne, 
SL Andrule on high, 
While I remain 
7n bitter grief: yet am I ſiyl'd * 
Thy childe, 


Lord, didſt thou leaye thy.throne, 
Not to relieve? hoyy can it be, 5 Haſt 
That thou art grown 
Thus hard to me? 
Were (inne alive, good cauſe there yere © | 
Tobeax, - 
He di 


| But noyy both ſinne is dead, | WU Thef 
And all thy promiſes live and bide: 
Thar wants his head; 
Theſe ſpeak and chide, 
. And in thy boſeme poure my tears, 
As theus. | He ha 
Lord J es u, heare my heart, When 
Which hath been broken now {0 long, 
| That ey'ry part 
A _ got a. tonguel | 
Tiy beggars groyy; rid them awa 
Y PeSSars gr To day. Y Here | 


FS 


My love, my ſrveetneſle, heare! 
By theſe thy feet, at which my heart 
Lies all the N 
.- . Pluckour f nas . 
And heal my troubled breaft, which cries, 
| 13} Which dies, 


4 


CE The Bag. 

Way deſpair; my gracious Lord doth heare. 
A Thongh windes and waves afſwult my keel, 
He doth preſerve it: hedoth ſteer, | 
Ey'n when the boat ſeems moſt to reel. 


Storms are the triumph of his art: 
Well may he cloſe his eyes, but not his heart. [I 


Haſt thou not heard chat my Lord J'=sus did? 
Then ler me tell thee a ſtrange ſtorie, 
The God of power; as he did ride '\. * * 
In his mgajeſtick robes of glorie, 
Reſoly'd 5o light: and ſo one day 

He did deſcend,undrefling all che way. 

The ſtarres his tire of light and rings obcain'd, 
The cloud his bow, the fire his ſpear, 
The $kie his azure mantle gain'd, 
And when they ask'd what he would year; 
He fmil'd and {aid as he did go, 

He had new clothes a making here below. 


When he was come, as travellers are vwont, 
© Hedidrepait unto an.inne. 
Both then and after, many a brunt 
He did endure to cancell finne: 
- And having giv'a the reſt before, 
Here he gave up his life to pay ir: ſcore, 


ms | 


nd 
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But as he was returning, there came one 
That ran upon him-with a ſpear, 
He, who came hither all alone, 
- Bringing nor man, nor arms,nor fear, 
Receiv'd the blow ypan his fide, 
And ſtraight he turn'd, andto his brethuen cry'd, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write , 
(I have no bag, bur here is room ) 
Unto my fathers hands and fight Wh: 
(Beleeve me) irſhall Gafely come. 
ThatI ſhall minde, what you impartg - 
Look, you may put it vcry neare my hearts 


T[* 


Or if hereafter any of my friends | 
Will uſe mein this kinde, the doore N 
| Shallftillbe open; whar he ſends , 
Iwill preſent, and ſomeyhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing tome, Heark deſpair, away- 


U ow _ "1 _ On, 
Of 1 
« The Jews. 
POore nation, whoſe fyveer ſap and juice Whi 
Our cyens have purloin'd, and left you drie: 
Whoſe ſtreams we got by the Apoſtles fluce, 
And uſe in Baptiſme, while ye pine and die; 
Who by not keeping once, became a debterz 
And now by keeping loſethe letter: Call 


Oh that my prayers! mine, alas! | 
Ohthatſome Angel might a trumpet ſound ; 
At which che Church falling upon her face 
Should crie ſo loud, uncill the trump were droyyn'd;, | Bits 
And by that crie of herdeare Lord obtain, | 

| That yourfwycer ſap might come again! 


q The 


p_ 


C CANTUCEH, 
« The Collar. 
Struck the board, and cry'd, No more; 

L will abroad. | 
What? ſhall I ever ſigh and pine? | 
My lines and life are free; frce as the rode, | 
Looſe as the winde, as large as ſtore, 
Shall 1 be till in ſuit? 
Have I no harveſt buca thorn 
To let me bloud, and not reſtore 
What I have loſt with cordiall fruit? 
Sure there was wine | 
| Before my fighs did drie it: there was corta 
Before my tears did drown it. 
' Is the yeare onely loſt to me? ; 1 
Have I no bayes to crownit? | 
No floyeers, no garlands gaſ? all blaſted? 
All waſted? 
Not ſo, my heart: bur there is fruir, 
And thou haſt hands, "Y 
Recover all thy figh-blown age 
——_ On double pleaſures: leave thy cold diſpute 
Of what is fit, and not forſake thy cage, 
Thy rope of ſands, . _. 
Which pettie thoughts have made, and made to thee 
Good cable, to enforce and dray, £7 
And beth law, 


Call in thy deaths head there: tie up thy feats. 
He that forbears »h 
Toluit and ſerve his needs 
Deſerves his load. Te 
yd; | Butas Irav'd ang grew more fierce and wilde | 
At every word, | [| 
Mc thoughts I heard one calling, Childe; '| 
And I reply'd, My Lord: ; 0 


' 
is 


e CHurch. 


CT The Glimpſe, 


WW Hither away delight 
Thou cam'it but now; wilt thou ſo ſoon depart, 
| And give me up to night? 
For many weeks of lingring pain and ſmart 
Bur one half houre of comfort for my hegre? 


Me thinks delight ſhonld have 


' More kill in muſick, and keep berter time. 


Wert thou a winde or wave, 
They-quickly go and come with lefſer crime: 
Flow'rs look about, and die not in their prime, 


Thy ſhort abode and ſtay 
Feeds not, but addesto the deſire of meat. 
Lime begg'd of old ( they ſay ) 
A neighbour ſpring to cool his inward heatz 
Which by the ſprings accefle greyy much more great. 


In hope of thee my heart 

Pickt here and-there a crumbe, and would not diez 
But conſtant to his part, 

When as my feats foretold this, did replic, 

A flender thread a gentle gueſt will tie. 


| Yet if the heart that wept 
Muſtlet.thee go, return when it doth knock. 
Although thy heap be kept 
For future times, the droppings of the ſtock 
May ofg break forth, and never break the lock, 


If Thave more to ſpinne, 


{The wheel ſalt go, ſo that thy ſtay be ſhort, 


Thou knowſt how grief and finne 
Difturb the-yyork. O make me not their ſport, 
Who by thy coming may be made a court- 


4 Aﬀurance, 


cat. 


ances 


The Church. - 
« Aflurance. 


Oo Spitefull bitter thought! 
Bitterly ſpirefull chonght! Couldſt thou inyear ' 
So high a torture? Ts ſuch poyſon bought? 
Doubtleſſe, bur in the way of puniſhment, 
When wir contrives to meet with thee, 
No ſuch rank poyſon can there be, 


T:hcu (aid'ſt but even novy, 
Thar all was not ſo fair as I conceiv'd, 
Betwixt my God and me; that I allow 
And coyn large hopes; but, that I was deceiv'dz 
Either the league was broke, or neare itz 
And, that I had great caule to fear it, 


And what to this? what more 
Could poyſon, if it had a tongue, expreſſe? 
What 1s thy aim? wouldſt thou unlock the doore 
To cold deſpairs and gnawing penfiveneſſe? - 
Wouldit thou raiſe devils? I fee, I knoyv,. 
Iwritthy purpoſe long ago. 


But I will to my Father, 
Who heard thee-fay it. O-nioſt gracious Lord,- 
If all the hope and: comfort thar I gather, | 
Were from my ſelf, I had not half aword.. 
Not half a letter to oppoſe 
What is objeQed by my foes. - 


But thou art my deſert; 
And in this league, which'now my foes inyade, 
Thou art not onely to perform thy part, 
But alſo mine; as whien the league was made, - 
Thoudidſ at once thy [elf indite, 
And hold my hand, while I did write, 


G 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore if thou cant fail, 
Then can thy truth andl: but while rocks tand, 
And rivers ſtirre, thou canſt not ſhrink or quail; 
Yea, when- both rocks and all things ſhall disband, 
Then ſhalt thou be my rock and tower, 
And make their ruine praiſe thy power, , 


Now fooliſh thought go on, 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
To hide thy ſhame: for thou haſt caſt a bone 
Which bounds on thee,and vyill nor doyyn thy throat, 
What for it ſelf love once began, 
Now love and truth yvill end in man, 


He —_ _—_— 
—_ CI | —_—_— > man} 
- - ” - LY 


q The Call. 


F  Ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
td Such a Way, as gives us breath: . 
Such a Truth, as ends all trife: 

And ſuch a Life, as killeth death. 


Come, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength: 
Such a Light, as ſhows a feaſt; 

Such a Feaſt, as mends in length: 

Such a Strength, as makes his gueſt. 


Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Such a Joy, as none can move: 

Such a Love, as none can part; 

Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 


« Claſping 


The! 


The Church, 


 Claſping of hands.” 


Ord, thouart mine,and T am thine, 

If mine I am: and thine much more, 
Then Tor ought , or cant be mine, | 
Yet to be thine, doth me reſtore; 

So that m- I now am mine, 
And with advantage mine the more: 
Since this being mine, brings with it thine, | 
And thou with me doſt thee reſtore. | 
- Tf I without thee ywould be mine, » 
1 neither ſhould be mine nor thine, 


T5T: 


d, 


Oar, 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 

So mine thou arr, that ſomething more 

] may preſume thee mine, then thine. 
For thou didſt ſuffer to reſtore 

Not thee, but me, and to be mine: 

And with advantage mine the more, 
Since thou in death waſt none of thine, 
Yet then as mine didſt me reſtore, 

O be mine ſtill! ll make me thine: 
Or rather make no Thine and Mine. 


. 
9 gy er en Ee I one ens 


C Praiſe. 


Ord, I will meanand ſpeak thy praiſe, 
" Thyprailc atone, - 
My buſi hearr ſhall ſpinne = allmy dayes: 
And when it ftops for want of ſtore, 
Then will I wring it with a figh-or grone, 
That thou mayſt yet have more. 


ſping G 4 When 
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When thou doſt favour any aRon; 
| ' Tr runnes, it flies: 
All chings concurre to give it a perfeion. 
Thatywhich had but two legs before, 
When thou doſt bleſſe,hath rwelve:one wheel doth rife 
Totwentic then, or more. 
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But when thou doſt on buſinefle blow, 
; It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albion in a row 
Can hale or draw it out of doore. 
Legs are bur ſtumps, and Pharaohs wheels but logs, 
And ſtruggling hinders more, 


Thonſands of things do thee employ 
: In ruling all 

This ſpaciousglobe: Angels muft have their joy, 
Devils their rod, the ſea his hore, 

[The yvindes their ſtint: and yet vhen I did call, 

Thou heardſt my call, and more; 


I haye not loft one ſingle tear;: 
| But when mine eyes. 
Did weep to heav'n, they found a bottle there 
|  ( As we have boxes forthe poore ) 
Readie to take them in; yet of as 
That yould contain much more. 


But aftex thou hadſt ſlipt a drop 
From thy right cye;. 
(Which there did hang like ftreamers neaxe the tor 
»-£ Of: ſome fair. church, to ſbovy the ſore 
And bloudie batteItwhich thou once didft trie) 
The glafſe was full and more. 


Wherefore 


_ 
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Wherefore I ſing, Yet ſince my heart, 


Though preſs'd, runnes chin; 
O that I might ſome —_— convert, ' © 
And ſo take up at uſe good ftore; .- 


thrife That to thy cheſts there might be coming in 
| Both all my praiſe, and more! 


——_— ___ __ —_— 


q Joſephs coat; - 
Ounded I ſing, tormented I indite, 
V V Thrown downT fall into-a bed, and reſts 
Sorrow haththang'd its note: ſuch is his will, 
Who changeth all things ashim pleaſcth beft. 
For vell he knows, if but one grief and ſthart-* 

Among my many had his full career, - 
Sure it would carrie with it ev'n my heart, 
And both would runne untill they found a biere. . 

- To ferch the bodiez both being due to grief. 
Burt he hath ſpoil'd the race, and'giv'n 46 anguiſh ... 
One of Joyes coats, ticing it with relief _ 

To linger in me, and together languiſh. - 


I live.to ſhew his power, who once did bring : 
My” jeyes to weep, andaow my griefs to fing... 


yy 
het. Aft At 


«4 The Pulley. -. 


Gs Wikea God at firſt made Man; ; _ 
ving 2 glaile of . bleſſings ſtanding by; -. 
Let us ( ſaid. he ) —_ himall we can: - -. 
. Lerthe-worlds riches, which diſperſed lie, . . 
_ Conrratimoa ſpan, -+ _- 
Gy So 
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So ſtrength firſt made a way; 
Then beautie flow'd, then wiſdome,honour,pleaſure, 
When almoſt all was out, God made a ſtay, 
- Perceiving thar alone of all his treaſure | 
7 Reſt in the bottome lay, 


Far if I ſhould (ſaid he) 

Beftoyy this jewell alſo on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts in ſtead of me, 
 Andreſt in Nature, not the God of Nature; _ 
| So both ſhould loſers be. 


Yet let him keep the reſt,. 
But keep them with repining reftleſneflc:- 
Let him be rich and wearie, that at leaſt, . 
If goodnefle leade him nox, yet wearineſle 
_ - Maytoſe himto my breaſt. 


* 
—— — 


«The Prieſthood. * 
Leſt Order, which in poyer doſtſa excell, 
Thar with th' one hand thou lifceft to the skie, 
And with the other throweſt doen to hell 
In thy MG A fain would _ nigh, 
Faio pur thee on, exchangi ay- 
1 oo that of th ly Word, 


Bur thou art fire, ſacred and hallow'd fire; 

And I but earth and clay: ſhould 1 preſume . 

Towear thy habit, the ſevere attire 

My {nder compoſitions might conſume. - 

I am both foul and brinte;much-unkie 
TodedligholyWett, 


Yet 


OOAHTS Oo =E>H 


WHT! 


lure, 
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; - TJF 
Yet have I often ſeen, by cunning hand 
And force of fire, what curious things are made 
Of wretched earth. Where once I ſcorn'd to ſtand, . 
Thar earth is' fixted. by, the fire and trade 
Of $kilfull artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 
Who make the braveſt ſhows. . 


But ſince thoſe great ones, be they ne're ſo great, 
Come from the earth,from whence thoſe veſſels comez 
So that at ence both feeder, diſh,and meat ts, 
Have one beginning and-one finaltſummes - 
I do notgreatly wonderar the ſight, 
If earth in earth delight, . *' 


But th' holy men of God ſuch veſlels are - 

As ſerve him up, who alt the world commands: - 

When God vouchſafeth to become our fare, | 

Their hands convey him; veho conveystheir hands. 

O what pure things, moſt pure-muſt thoſe things be, 
| Who bring my God to-me!. 


Wherefore T dare not, T, put forth my hand 
To hold the Ark, although it ſeem to ſhake 
Through th' old finncs and new doctrines. of our 
Oanely, fince Goddoth often veſlels niake -. (land. : 
Of lowly matter for high uſes meer, 

I throyy me at his feet.. - 


There will T lie, untill my Maker ſeek 
For ſome meanſtuffe whereon to ſhow his $kill; - 
Then is my time, The diſtance of the meek 
Doth flatter power.-Leſt good come ſhorrof ill : 
In praifing might, the poore do by ſubmiſſion - 

x What prige by oppoſgtions - 


/ 
<< The ' 
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EF The Search. 


WI 
Hither, O, whither art thou fled, 
My Lord, my Love? 9 
My ſearches are my daily bread; | 
Yet neyer prove. Or 
My knees pierce th” earth, mine eyes the skiez... 
And yer-theſphere . Th 
And centre, both to me denie £68 
Thaz thou art, there. | To 
Yet can I mark how herbs below 
Grow green and gay; h 
As if ro meet thee they 34 know, "bs o 
While I decay. Baſ 
Yet can I mark how ſtarres aboye 
Rohan ls w—_ and ſhine, . Sin« 
$ hayi es _ ove 
ves Whil poore I pine. "Th 
I ſent a figh hs thee out. _ 
Deep drawn ih pain, IN; 
Wing 'd like an axrow: bur my ſcout | | 
Returns in vain, Be 1 
I run'd another ( having ſtore ) : Wh 
Into agronez ves 
Becauſe the ſcarch was dumbe before! Wh 
| Bucall was one. by 
_ Loidgdoſt thou ſome new fabrick mold : For 
NP FOR _— favour "WM | 
ceps re ys eaving th! © | 
" Unto their Lanes? 20 


% 


The C huy C 6. 

Where is my Ged? what hidden place 
Conceals thee ſtill z 

What covert dare eclipſe thy face? 

Is ut thy will? 


Q ler not that of any —_ 
Let rather brafle; .. 
Qr ſteel, or mqunzains be - ring, 
x And1 will paſſe. 


'Thy will ſuchan in ing is, 
xy oe th thoughts 
To i all rength, all ſubtilties _ 

_ - Are things of noughe, 


Thy wilt ſuch a ſtrange diſtance is, 
| As that to. it - 
Eaſt and WeRt touch, the poles do kifſe, 
: And parallels meet. 


Since then my grief muſt be as large, 
As is thy ſpace, . 

Thy-diſtance from me; ſee my charge, 
Lard, ſee my caſe, 


©: take theſe barres, theſe lengths away; 
Turn, and reſtore me; 
Be not Almightic, let me ſay, . 
Againſt, but for me. - 


When thou doſt turn, and wilt be nearez 
What edge ſo keen, 
What point ſo piercing can appeare 
To come betyyeen? 


For as thy abſence doth excell 
All diſtance knoyyn; 
>9. doth thy neareneſſe bear the bell, * 


Making two one, 


q Grief... \I 


& 
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Grief. 


Who will give me tears? Come all ye ſprings, 
O Dwell in my head and eyes; come elouds,& rain! 


My grief hath need of all the watric things, 
That nature hath 'd. Letev'ry veia 

Suck up a river to ſupply mine eyes, 

My wvveary veeping eyes too drie for me, 

Unlefle they ger new conditits, nevy ſupplies 
To bear them out, and with my ſtate agree. 
What are-tywyo ſhillow footds, twe little fpouts: - 
Or. alefſe world? thegreater is but ſmall, 

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 
Which want provifion in the midſt of all, 
Verſes, ye are too finea thing, too wile 

For my rough (orroves: ceaſe, be dumbe and yzute3 
Give up your feet and runnifg to mige eyes, 
And keep your meafures for lovers lure, 
Whoſe grief allows him muſick and a rhyme: 


Fox mine excludes both meaſure, rune, and time, - 


 _ Alas,myGod! 
Þ 
«& The: Croſſe, . 
\ Wha is this ſtrange and uncouth thing? , 


Tomake me figh, and ſeek, and faint, and die, 

Uncill T had ſome place, where I might fing, 
And ſerve thee; and not onely I, 

Bur all my wealth and family might combine 

Toles thy honour up,25 our Eeigne, 


. Are] 


Wig 
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And then when after much delay, 


Much __, many a combare, this deare end, 
So much defir'd, is giv'n, to take awa 


—_— to ſerve thee; ro nd 
an: | All my abilities, my defignesconfound, 
And lay my threatnings bleeding on the ground.” 


One ague dyelleth in my bones, 

Another in my ſoul (the memorie 

What 1 would do for thee, if once my grones. 
Could be allow'd for harmonie ) 

T am in alla weak diſabled thi 

Save in the fight thereof, yehere f doth ſting, 


Befides, things ſort not to-my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth ſtifflie thy renown: 
| Thou turneft th? edge of all things on me fill, | 
Taking me up to throvy me down: 
So.that, ev'n when my hopes ſeem to be ſped, _ 
I am to grief alive, tothem as dead. 


To have my aim, and yet to be . ll 
Farther from it rhen when I bent my bows f 
To make i hopes my torture, and the fee . 2 

Of all my woes another wo, 

Is in the midRt of delicates to need, 
And ev'n in Paradiſe to be a weed. . 


Ah my deare Father,caſe-my ſmart?. ' 
Theſe contrarieties cruſh me: theſe crofſe ations. . 
De winde a rope abour, and cut my heart: | 
And yer fince theſe thy contradictions T 
. Are properly acroffe felt by thy Sonne, ow | 
Wich bur fonre yrords, wy words, Thy witf be doxe. - | 


@. The. - | 
: i 
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q The Flower. 


How freſh, O Lord, how ſyweet and clean 
Ate thy returns! ev'n as the flow'rs in ſpring; 
To which, beſides their own demean, 
The late-paſi froſts tributes of pleaſure bring, 
: Grief melts away. 
Like ſnowy in Mays 6 
As if there were no ſuch cold thing, 


Who would have thought my ſhrivel'd heart 
Could have recover'd greennefle 2 It was gone 
Quite under ground, as flow'rs depart 
To ſee theis-mother-raot, when they have blown; 
| Where they together _ 
| All-che hard weather, . 
Dead to the yorld, keep houſe unknown. 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of powers 
— and quickning, bringing dowa to hell . 
nd up to heaven in an houre, 
Making a chiming of a paſling-bell. 
| 'We ſay amille, . 
"This or thaf is: 
Thy word is all, if we could ſpell. 


Q thatT oncepaſt changing were, 
Paſt in thy Paradiſe, where ne flow'r can wither! 
Many a ſpring I ſhoot up fair, | 
Offring at heay'n, growing and groning thither; 
Nar doth my flower . * 
Want a ſpring-ſhowre, 
My fannes and I joyning cogeghes, 


ut. 
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But vehile I grow.ina ſtraight line, 
Seill upwards bent, as if heay'n were mine own; 
Thy anger comes, and I decline: | 
What froſt to that? what pole is not the zone, 
Where all things burn, 
When thou doft turn, 
And the leaſt froyyn of thine is ſhown? 


And now inage I bud again, 
After ſo many deaths I live and write; 
I once more ſmell the dew and rain, 
And reliſh verfing. O my onely lighe, 
It cannot be 
That I am he | 
On whom'thy tempeRss fell all night. 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of love, » 
To make us ſee we are but flow'rs that glide: 
Which when we once can finde, and prove, 
Thou haſta garden: for us, where to bide, 
| Who would be more, 
Swelling throngh ſtore, 
Forfeit their Paradiſe by their pride. 
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q Dotage. 

Alſe glozing pleaſures, casks of happinefſe, 

Fooliſh night- fires, womens and chuldreng wiſhes, 
Chaſes in Arras , gilded emptineſle, | 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, | 
Embroider'd lyes, nothing beryycen.two difhes, | 

Theſe are the pleaſures here, | 
True earneſt ſorrows, taoted miſcries, 
Anguiſh in grain, vexations ripe and.þloyyn, __ 
Sure-footed. griefs, ſolid calamiries, | 
Plain demonſtrations, evident and cleare, [8 
Feiching their proofs ey'n from the yery bone; '1 
| Theſe azethe ſorrows here, But [| 
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But oh eb folly of diftrafted wy 

Whe gricfs in carneſt, joyes in j _ 
Prefertng, like brute hos, othlome den 
Before a court, ev'n that above ſo cleare, 


Where are no ſorrows, but delights more true 
Then miſerics are herel 


I WE & FRY 


C The Sonne, 


Ec forrain nations of their language boaſt, 
Lntae fine varietie each tongne affords: 
I like our language, as our men and coaſt: 
Who cannot drefle it well, vant yt, not words. 
How neatly do we give one onely name 
To parents iſſue and the ſunnes bright ſtarre! 
A ſonne is light and fruitz a fruicfull flame 
Chaſing the fathers dimneſle, carri'd farre 
From the firſt man in th Eaſt, to freſh and new 
Weſtern diſcoy'ries of poſteritie. : 
So in one word our Lords humilitie 
We turn upon him in a ſenſe moſt true: 
For what Chriſt once in humbleneſſe began, 
We kim in glorie call, The Sounc of Man. 


_ _— 


[ — 


« A true Hymne. 


My joy, my life, my crown! 
My hear was meaning 11 the day, 
Somewhat it fain would ſay: 
And till it runneth mutt'ring up and down 


With onely this, My joy, my life, my crows! 


Ye 


wit, OO» WSEWML  / 


- 


Yo 
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Yer flight not theſe few words: 
If truely ſaid, they may take part 
Among the beſt 1n art, - 
The finenefle which a hymne or pſalme affords, 
Is, when the ſoul unto the lines accords. 


He who craves all the minde, 
And all the ſoul, and ſtrength, and time, 
If the words onely rhyme, 
Juſly complains, that ſomewhat is behinde 
To make hs verſe, or write a bymne in kinde. 


Whereas if th' heart be moved, 
Although the verſe be ſomeyyhat ſcant, 
od doth fupply the want, 
As when th' heart ſayes (fighing ro be approved) 
O, coald I love! and ſtops; God writeth, Loved. 


263 


i _—_—_——— 


« The Anſwer. 


M! comforts drop and melt away like ſnovy: 
[ ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends 
Which my fierce youth did bandie, fall and flow © * 
Like leaves about me,or like ſummer friends, 
Flyes of cſtates and ſunne-ſhine. But to all, 
Who think me eager, hot, and undertaking, 
Burt in my proſecutions ſhack and ſmallz 
Asa young exhalation, newly waking, 
Scorns = firſt bed of dirt, and means the = 
Bur cooling by the way, grows puiſic and {loyy, 
And feeling an cloud 0k hve and die 
In that dark ſtate of tears: to all, that ſo 

Show me, and ſet me, I have one reply, 
Which they that know the reſt, knovy more then T, 


« A 
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T A Dialogue-Antheme. 
_ Chriſtian, Death. 


Ebr. A Las, poore Deathl'where is thy glorie? 
Where is-thy famous force,thyancient ſting? 


Dea. Alas wortal, yoid of ſtorie! 
Go ſpell and reade how 1 have kill d thy Kyng. 


Chr. Poore death! and who was hurt thereby? 
Thy curſe being laid cn him,makes thee accurſt, 


Dea. Let loſers talk: yet thou ſhalt die; ( worſt. 
Theſe arms ſhall cruſh thee. Ch.Spare not,do thy 
I ſhall be one day better then before: 
Thouſfa much worſe,chat.thou ſhalt be no more, 


tones eo nt — 


qT -Fhe Water-courſe. 


Hou who doſt dwell and linger here belovy, 
Since the condition of this world is frail, 
Where of all planes afflitions ſooneſt grow; 


If troubles overtake thee, do not wail; 


For who can look for lefle, that lover o_— / 


>> 


Bur rarher turn the pipe, and waters.courſe 

To ſerve thy finnes, and furnith thae with ſtore 
Of ſoy raigne tears, ſpringing from true remorſe: 
That ſo in pureneſſe thou mayii him adore, 


Who gives to man, ashe ſees fit, Eo 


/@ Self 


x 
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« Self-condemnation. 


'T Hou who condemneſt Jewiſh hate, 
For chooſing Barabbas a murderer 
Before the Lord of glorie; 


Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
, | Call homethine eye (that buſie wanderer 
"* That choice-may be thy ſtorie, 
ge. He that doth love, and love amiſſe 
This worlds delights before true Chriſtian joy, 
Hath made a Jewiſh choice; 
rſt, The world an ancient murderer is; 
|t Thouſands of ſouls ir hath and doth deſtroy 
ow With her enchanting voice, 


He tharhath made a ſorie wedding 
oe. Y Between his ſoul and gold, and hath preferr'd . 
/ Falſe gain before the true, | 
__ Harh done what he condennes in reading 
For he hath ſold for money his deare Lord, 
/ Andis a Fudas-Jew. : 
/Thus we prevent the laſt great day, 
And judge our ves. Thar light,which fin & paſſion 
; Did before dimme and choke, 
/ When once thoſe ſnuffes are ta'ne away, 
Shines brighe and cleare, ev'n unto condemnation, 
by | Without excuſe or cloke, 


_—_— 


— > om 


© Bitter-{ſwcet, 


A H my deare angrie Lord! 

Since thou doit lore, yet ſtrike; 
alt down, yet help afford; 
pure 1 will do the Like, 


1 will complain,yet praiſe; 
I will bewail, approve; £ 
And all my ſowre-fweet daycs 


] will lament, and love, T 
EE 6 Lo mmm wa Whi 
«| The Glance. 

\VW Hen firft thy freer and gracious _ 
Vouckſaf'd ey'n in the midſt of youth and night Ther 
Tolook upon me, who before did lie : 
oe — in _ 

I felr a ſugred ſtrange delight ; 
Paſſing all cordials made by any art, , aſd 
Bedew, embalme, and overrunne my hearr, And: 

And take it In, 

Since that time many a bitter ſtorm Yeagi 
My ſoul hath felt, ev'n able to deſtroy, 

Had the malicious and _—_— harm For th 
His (wing and ſway: 

Bur ſtill thy ſweet originall joy 
Sprung from _ eyes _ within my ſoul, Nay, 
And ſurging griefs, when they grew bold, control! | 

FTI " And gor the day. %- Phe 
If thy firſt glance fo rfull be Surel 

A mirth buropen'd, and ſcal'd up again; _ Gt 

What wonders ſhall we feel, when we ſhall (ce Indas 


Thy full-ey'd love! 
| When thou ſhalt look us out of pain, 
And one aſpeR of thine ſpend in delight 
Moxe then a thouſand ſunnes disburſe in light 
_ * Inheaynabors} 
&@ The 
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q The 23 Palme. 


He God of love my ſhepherd is, 
T And he that doth me feed; 
While he is mine, and I am his, 

What canI want or need? 


He leads me-to the render grafle, 


{4 


| Where I both feed and reſt; 
| Then to the ſtreams Car gently aft - © 
Or if I iray, he doth convert 
And ir my minde in frame: 
Andall this nor for my deſert, : 
But for hus holy name, 


Yea, in deaths ſhadie black abode 
Well may I walk, nor fear: 

For thou art with me; and thy rod 

To guide, thy ſtaffe to bear, 


Nay, thou doſt make me fit and dine, 
Ev'n in my enemies fight: 

My head with oyl, my cup with wine 
Runnes over day and night, 


Surely thy ſyweet and wondrous love 
Shall meaſure all my dayes; 
Andas itnever ſhall remoye, 


| Soncither ſhall my praiſe. 


troll, 


T- 
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q Marie Magdalene. 
Hen bleſſed Marie wip'd her Savioursfeer, 
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| (Whole preceptsſhe had trampled on before) _ 
! And wore them fora' jewell on her head, * 
| Shewing his ſteps ſhould be the ſireer, 
Wherein ſhe thenceforth evermore 
With penſive humbleneſfe would live and tread: 
My « 


She being ſtain'd her ſelf, yyhy did the ftrive 
To make him clean; whocould nar be defil'd? 
Why kepr ſhe nor hey tears forfher oven faults , 
And not his feet? Though we conld dive 
| In tears like ſeas, our ſinnes are pil'd 
| Deeper thenthey,in words, and works, and thoughts, Þ My d 


Deare ſoul, ſhe knevy who did youchlafe and deigne 
- To bear her filthz and that her finnes did daſh | 
Ev*n God himſelf: wherefore ſhe was not loth, — 
| As ſhe had brought wherewith to ſtain, 
So to bring, in wherewith to waſh: 
And yet in waſhing one, ſhe waſhed both. f* 


| t—— — 
q Aaron, 

| HOlineſſe on the head, : 

Light and perfe&ions on the breaft, With t] 

| Harmonious bells belov, raifing the dead 

; To leade them unto life and reſt: . 

| | _*  Thusare true Aaronsdreft, "Ee 


Profanencſle in my head, 
Defe&s and darknefſe in my breaſt, 
A noiſe of paſſions ringing me for dead 
”" Untoa place where is no reſt: 
| Pooxe prieſt thus am | gxelb! 


Onely another head - 
T have, another heart and breaft, 
Another mulſick, making live not dead, 
xe) Without yvhom I could have noreſt; 


In him I am yell dreſt, 


Chriſtis my onely head, 
My alone onely heart and breaſt, 
My onely muſick, ſtriking me ev'n dead; 
That to the old mmT.may reſts 
And be in him new dreſt. 
| 


So holy in my head, + . | G 
Perfc& and light in my deare breaſt, 
hes; My doQrine tun'd by Chriſt, (whois nor dead, 
Butlives in me while 1 do reſt) 
Ac Come peoplez Aaron's dreſt. 


Yee. 


li The Odour, 2. Core 2. 


Ow ſweetly doth My Maſter ſound! My Maſter! -_ 
H As poerals 4 andere fn 4 
_ | Untothe raſter: HEY | 
So do theſe words a ſweet content, 
Anorientall fragrancie, My Maſter. 


With theſe all day I do perfume my minde, 
My minde ev'n thruſt into them both; 
That I might finde 
What cordials make this cyrious broth, 
This broth of ſmells, that feeds and fars my minde. 


My Maſter, ſhall I ſpeak? O'that $o thee,” 7 
' My ſervant were a little ſo, COLE 
| theſe tyvo s might'creepand grow 
1; 5 0 ſome degree of i icinefſs to ied =o ; 
One!y r * TOY: SIT 113 91 Then 


__ 
4 . 
Raw ET IET ETY 2 er” r= — <<——— Ts — — =». 7 Ow LO voor a 7 oo —_ 
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170 The Charch, 
T hen ſhould the Pomander, which was before 
A ſpeaking ſweet, mend by refleQion, 
And tell me more: 


For pardon of my imperfeRion I pal 
Would as 1 and work 4 B—_ then before, SoT 
For when My Maſter, which alone is ſweet, And 

And ey'n in my unworthineſle pleaſing, 
Shall call and meet, Fare: 
My ſervazt, as thee not diſpleaſing; Bur v 
That call is bur.the breathing of the ſweet. Of fl 
This —y would yvith gains by ſweerning me Ther 
( As ſweet things traffick when they meer ) | 

Return to thee. Re LOA 
And fo this new commerce and {weet 
Should all my life employ and buſic me. Love 
Hony 
» x Hath 
, © The Foil. And, 
Tr we could ſce below And! 

[The ſphere of vere, and each ſhining grace 
$ plainly as that above doth ſhow; Lerf 
This were the xie, the brighter place. i. 
God hath made ftarres the foil Let fe 
To let off vertues, griefs to ſet off finning;: True 

Yer in this yeeggtched world we toil, 
As if gricf-were not foul, nor vertue winning. Beaut; 
_ — 1/7 Yer if 
. i. ::The :Forerunners. For, 1 
He harbinzers are come. See, ſee their marks. Perhaj 
T whice is their colour, and behold my head: Go by 
But muſt they have my brain? muſtthey diſpark "M 
9 


Thoſe ſparkling potions, which therezn'were bred ? 


"Mult dalnefſeturn metoactods _..;; ::-c. 
Yet have they left me,Thow art fill my God. 
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Good men ye be, to leave me my beſt room, 
Ev nall my heart, and what is lodged there; 
I paſſe nor, I, what of che reſt become, 
$o Thou art {till my God, be our of fear. 
He will be pleafed with thatdittie; 
And if I pleaſe him, I write fine and yittic. 
, Q 
Frrewell ſweet phraſes, lovely metaphors, 
But will ye leave me thus? when ye before 
Of ſtews and brothels onely knew the doores, 
Then did I waſh you with my tears, and more, 
Broughr you to Church well dreſt and clad: 


ect ) My God muſt haye 'my beſt, ev'n all I had, 


Lovely enchanting language, ſugar-cane,—- 
Hony of roſes, whither wilt thou flic? 
Hath ſome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane? 
And wilt thou leave the Church, and love a tie? 
Fie, thou wilt foil thy broider'd coat, 
And hurt, thy ſelf, and him that ſings the note. 
Let fooliſh lovers, if they will love dung, 
With canvas, not with arras clothe their ſhame: 
Let folly ſpeakinher own native tongue. 
True beautie dwells on high: ours is a flame 
Burt borrow'd thence to lighe us thither, 
Beautie and beaureous words ſhould go together. 


Yetif you go, I paſſe not; take your way: 
For, Thou art ffi my God, is all thatye 
Perhaps with more embellifhment can ſay. 
Go birds of ſpring: let winter have his fee; 
Let a bleak palencſſe chalk the doore, 
So all within be liyclicr then before, 


red? 
2 H 2 _ 4 The 
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q. The Roſe. 


Refſe me not to take more pleaſure 
In this world of ſugred lies, 
And to uſe alarger meaſure 


Then my ſtri&, yet welcome ſize. 


' Firſt, there is. nopleaſure here: 
Colour'd griefs indeed there are, 


Dluſhing woes, that look as cleare 
As if they could beautie ſpare. 


Or if ſuch'deceits there be, 
Such delights I meant to (ay; 
"There are no ſuch things to me, 


Who have paſs'd my right away. 


* Bur Iwvill normuch oppoſe 


Unto what you now adviſe: 
Onely take this geatle roſe, 
And therein my anſwer lies. 


What isfairer then a roſe? 
What is ſweeter? yet it purgeth, 


| Purgings enmitie diſcloſe, 


Enmitie forbearance urgeth, 


If thenall that worldlingsprize 
_ BecontraRted to a roſe; 
Syeetly there indeed it lies, 
Burt it biterh in the cloſe, 


So this flow'r doth judge and ſentence 
Worldly joyes to be a ſcourge: 

For they all produce repentance, 

| And repentance is a purge. 


But 


Say that fairly I refuſe, 
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But I healch, not phyſick chuſe: 
Onely though you oppoſe, 


For my anſwer is aroſe. 


Hrow away thy rod, 
T Throw away thy wrath: 
O my God, 
Take the gentle path, 


For my hearts defire 
Uato thine is bent: 

I aſpire 
To a full conſent, 


Not a word orlook © 
I affeR to own, 

But by book, 
And thy book alone. 


Though I fail, 1 weep: 
| Though I haltin pace, 
Yet I creep 
To the throne of grace, 


Thenlet wrath remove; 
Love will do the deed: 

For with loye 
Stonie hearts will bleed. 


Love is ſwift of foot; 
Ki Love's a man of warre, 

| And can ſhoot, 
And caa hit from farre, 


e Dilcipline. 


H 3 


- © 


Who 
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Who can ſcape his bow? 

That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee low, 

Needs muſt work.on me. 

Throw away thy rod: 

Though man frailties hath, | 
Thouart God: 

Throw away thy wrath, 


=  Rm—— —_ 


FY 
_ w 


The Invitation. 
Ome ye hither all, whoſe taſte 
Is your waſte; 
Saye your coſt, and mend your fare. 
God is here prepar'd and dreft, 
And the feaſt; 
God, in whom all daintics are, 


Come ye hither all, whom wine 
Doth define, 
Naming you not to your good: 
Weep what ye have drunk amiſſe, 
'_ Anddrink this, 
Which before ye drink is bloud, 


Come ye hither all, whom pain. 
Doth arraigne, 
Bringing all your ſinnes to fizhe: 
Taſte and fear not: God is here 
; In this cheer, 
And on finne doth caſt the fright. 


Come ye hither all, whom joy 
Doth deſtroy, 
While ye graze without your bounds; 
Here is joy thatdrowneth quite 
Your delight, 
'As a floud the lower grounds. Com 


« 
k 


| The Charch,. 
Come ye hither all, whoſe lovs 


Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the skie: 
Here is love, which having breath 
Ey'n in death, 
After death can never die, * 


Lord, I have invited all, 
| And 1fhill 
Still invite, ſill call ro thee: 
For it (ces bur juſt and right \ 
Inmy. fight, 
Where is all, there all ſhould be. 


«] The Banquet. 


Elcome ſieer and ſacred cheer, 
Welcome deare; 
With me, in me, live and dwell: 
For thy neatneſle paſſeth fight, 
. Thy delight 
Paſſeth tongue to taſte or tell. 


O what ſweetneſfle from the bowl 
- Fills my ſoul, 
Such as is, and makes divine! 
Is ſome ſarre ( fled from the ſphere) 
Melted there, 
As we ſugar melt in wine? 


Or hath (yweetneſle in the bread 
Made a head 
To ſubdue the ſmell of finae? 
Flow'rs, and gummes, and powders giving 
All their living, 
Leſt the enemic ſhould yinne? 
H 4 Doubc- 
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Doubcleſſe, neither Rarre nor flower. 
Hath the power 

Such a ſweetnefle to impart: 

Onely God, who gives perfumes,. 
Fleſh aflumes, 

And with it perfumes my heart. 


But as Pomanders and wood 
Still are good, 
Yet being bruis'd are. berter ſented: 
God, to thoyy how farre his love 
Could improve, 
Here, as broken, is preſented, 


When I had forgot my birth, 
And on earth 
In delights of .carth yyas drown'd; 
God took bloud, and needs would be 
| Spilt with me, 
And ſo found me on the ground, 


Having rais'd me to look up, 
In Fcup. 
Swcetly he doth meer my taſte, 
Bur I {till being low and ſhort, 
Farre from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt. 


For with it alone I flic 
x To the skie: 
Where I wipe mine eyes, and (ce 
Whar I ſeek, for what I ſue; 
Him I view, 
Who hath done ſo much for me, 


The Church.. 


Let the wonder of this pitie .. 
Be my dittie,.. 
And take up my lines and life: 
Hearken under pain of death, .; 
Hands and. breath... . 
Strive in this, and love the ftrife. 


——__ 


q The Pofie. 
Eee wits conteſt, | 
And with-their words and poſies windows fill: 
Leſſe thes the leaſt 
Of all thy mercies, is my pokie ſtilL. 


This on my ring, | 
This by my piQure, in my book I. write: 
Whether I ſing, ... 
Or ſay, or diQate,this is my delight, 


Invention reſt, - 
Compariſons go play, wit uſe thy will:. . 
Leſſe then the lea 
Of all Gods wercies, is my po ſill. 


- ©þ A Pardgdie. 
Ouls joy, when thou art gone 
J J9Yz And 1 gones 


alone, 


a 


| Which cannor be, . 
Becauſe thondoſt abide withme, _ 
; *:And I'depend on thee; 


$S Yet when thoudoſt ſuppreſle 
The cheerfulneſſe 
? Of thy.abode, . 
And in my powers not ſtirre-abroad, 
But leave me to py load; 
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O whata damp and ſhade 
Doth meanyade! 
No ſtormie night Or. 
Can ſo affli or ſo affright, | 
As thy eclipſed light, 


Ah Lord! do not withdrave, 
Leſt want of ayy WW 
Make fſinne appeare3 | 
ii And when thou doſt but ſhine lefle cleare, | 
| Saygthat thou are not here, . ..- = 


And then what life I have, WI 
While finne doth rave, | 
And falſly boaſt, | 
'Fhat I may ſeck, but thou arr loſts 
Thouand alane thou know R. : 


Fo 
O what a deadly cold | 
 Doth me infold! | | 
|  Thalf beleeve | on 
T hat Sinne ſayes true; but while I grieve, | 
Thou com'ſt and doſt relieve, 
Me! - "30x GH 7 OR. A : A 
C. The Elixer. f Is 
o—_ me, my God and King, | | = 
X In all things thee'to ſee; T < 
And whatI do inany thing, ' } T; 
Todoir as for thee? © | Th 
Not rudely, as a beaſt, Gi 
To runne into an ation; 90 
Bur ſtill co make thee prepoſſeſt,, ''*  Þ Kr 


And give it his perfeRion,.  * > 


w_ 


The Charch. 


A man that looks on glaſle, 
On it may ſtay his eye; 
Or, if he pleaſeth, through it paſſe, 
And then the heav'n cſpic. 


All may of thee partake: 
Nothing can be fo. mean, 

. Which with his tinRure (for thy ſake ) 
Will not grow bright and clean. . 


A ſervant with this claufe 
Makes drudgerie divine. 
Who ſweeps a room, as for thy laws, 
Makes that and th' aQtion fine. 


This is the famous None 
That turneth all to gold: 
For that which God doth touch and ovwwn 
Cannot for leflle be told. 


os. Wi m_ PS - _—_ 


q A Wreath. 


. Wreathed garland of deſerved praiſe, 

Aor praiſe deſerved, unto theel give, 

I give to thee, who knowek all my wayes, 

My crooked winding wayes wherein I live, 

Wherein I die,nort live: for life ts ſtraight, 

Straight asa line, and eyer tends to thee, 

To thee, who att more.farre above deceit, 

Then deceit ſeems above fimplicitie, 

Give me ſimplicitie, that I may live, 

So live and like, that I may know thy wayes, 

Know them and praQiſe them: then ſhall Tgive 

For this pogre wreath, give thee a crovn of praiſe, 
Ed at . q Death, 
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|. Death. 


Eath, thou waſt once an uncouth hideous thing, 


| 
| D Nothing but bones, 
[ 


The (ad effeR of ſaddergrenes: - 
"Thy mouth was open, but thoucouldſt not ſing. W 
E: 
For we confider'd thee as at ſome fix 
. Ortenyeares hence, 
Afcer the lofle of life and ſenſe, D 
Fleſh being rurn'd to duſt; and bones.to ſticks, BY 
| A: 
We lookt on this fide of thee ſhooting ſhorts: Ci 
Where we did finde 
The ſhells of fledge ſouls left behinde, 
Drie duſt, which-ſheds no tears, but.may extort, . 
. E £ 
But fince our Saviours death did put ſome bloud 4 
| Intothy face, ] 
Thou art grown fair and full of grace, Ne 
Much in requeſt, cuch ſqught for, aza good. 
For we de now behold thee gay and glad;. Sor 
As at dooms-day; | An 
When ſouls ſhall year their ney aray, Sor 
And all thy bones with beauxic ſhall be clad. To 
"Therefore we can go die as ſſeep,and truſt: 
Half that we-have A Ma 
Unto an honeſt faithfull gravez Par 
Making our pilloves either down, or duſt Eor 
7 a, | Aa 


qF Dooms- 


The Eburch.: 
q Dooms-day. 


COme aways 
Make no delay, 
Summon all the duſt to riſe, 
Till it ſtirre, and rubbe the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 
Each one whiſpring, Live you brother? 


14) 


Come away, 
Make this the day. 
Duſt, alas, no muſick feels, a 
But thy trumpet: then it knggls 
As peculiar notes and ftrains : 
Cure Tarantulaes raging pains. 


Come aways 
O make no ſtay! 
Let the graves make their _—_, 
Leſt at length they plead poſſeſſion: - 
Fleſhes rar. weaned x my have 
Read that leflon to the grave, 


. Come away, 
Thy flock doth ſtray. 
Some to windes their bodie lend, 
And in them may drown a friend: 
Some in noiſome ya grow by 
To a plague and publick wo. 


Come -awayz. . 
Help our decay. 
Man is out of order hurl'd, 
Parcel'd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken conſort raiſe, 
And the muſick ſhalt be praiſe; 


C Judge- 
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q Judgement. E =. 

Lmighty Judge how ſhall poore wretches brook B 
Thy dreadfull look, 

Able a heart of iron to appall, L 
When thou ſhalt call 


For ey'ry mans peculiar book? 


What others mean to do, I know nor well: _ 
Yet I heare tell, | 
[That ſome will turn thee to ſome leaves therein 
So yoid of finne, | 
That they in merir ſhall excell. F 
But] reſolye, when thou ſhalt call for mine, . Bu 
That to decline, 
And thruſt a teſtament into thy hand; Dr 
Let that be ſcann'd: 
There thou ſhalt finde my faults are thine. Ax 
| Ith 
q. Heaven. *R 
Who. yiill ſhowy me thoſe delights on high? : 
{ Echo. J. 
{. Thou Echo, thouart mortall, all men know, Terr 
| Echo. No. 
Wert-rhou not born among the trees and leaves? * And 
Echo. . Leaves. 
And are there any leaves that ftill abide? You 
Eche. Bide. 
What leaves are they? impart the matter wholly... 
Echo. Holy. 
Ate holy leaves the Echo then of bliſſe? 
Echos Tes. ( 
Theg tell me, what is that ſupreme ay 
«»Echo. . fo 


Ligkt 
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Light to the minde; whar ſhall the will enjoy} , 


Echo. oy. 
k But are there cares and buſineſſe with the pleaſure? 
Echo. Leifare, 
Light, joy, and leiſure; bur ſhall they perſever? 
Echo. Ever. 


5 ' 
| —_—__ — Lett 
5 > FRE het the 
— _ - * 


e Love. 


. Qve bade-me welcome: yer my foul drew back, 
|  Guiltie of duftand finne, 
But quick-cy'd Love, obſerving me grow ſlack 
| From my firſt entrance in, 
Drevy nearer to.me, ſweetly queſtioning 
- . If Llackdanything. 


A gueſt, I ankvyer'd, worthy to be here: 
: Love ſaid, Yau ſhall be he. 
: I the unkinde, ungratefull? Ah my deare, 
IR on thee, 
Love took my hand ling did reply, 
| p Who made the eyes by I? 


Truth Lord; but I have marr'd them: let my ſhame | 
| Go where it doth deſerve, 'K 
And know you nor, ſayes Love, who bore the blame? - | 
My deare, then I will ſerve. 
You muRt fit day, ſayes Love, and taſte my meart: . 
' Soldid fitandeat. 
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Glorie be ta God on high, and on earth 
Peace, goon will romards men, © 
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mx, Lmightic Lord, who from thy glorious 
Sh throne 

5y Seeſt and ruleſt all things ey'n as one: 
4 9 The (malleſtant_ or arome knows thy 
Jy. F <j& power. ' | 
ew Known alſo to each minute of an houre: 
Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thicez. 
And wrap their policies in thy decree, 

Complying with thy counſels, doing nought 

Which doth not meer with an-cternall chought, 

Bur above all, thy Church and Spouſe.doth prove. 
Not the decrees.of er, but bands of love. 

Early didRt thou ariſe to plant this vine, 

Which might the more indeare it to be thine- 

Spices come from the-eaſt; ſo did thy Spouſe, 
Frimme as the light, ſyeet as the laden boughs 

I Of Noahs ſhadie vine, chaſte as the dove; 

7  Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love. | 
The courſe was weſtward, thitt the ſunne might light 
As yell our underſtanding as our. fight. 

Where th* Ark did reſt, there Abraham began. 

To bring the other. ark from Canaan. 

Moſes purſu'd this: but King Solomon 

Finifht and fixt the old religion. 

When it grew looſe, the Jews did hope in vain - 

By nailing Chriſt to faſten ir again. 

But to the Gentiles be bore. crofle and all, 

Rending with earthquakes the partition-wall. 

Onely whereas the Ark.in gloie ſhone, 

Now with the croſle, as with a ſtaffe; alone, 
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Knocking at all doores, cver as ſhe went. 
Yet as the ſunne, though forward be his flight, 
Liſtens behinde him, and allows ſome light, 
Till all depart: fo went the Church her wayz 
Letting, while one foot ſepr, the other ſtay 
Amonz the eaſtern nations for a time, 
Till both removed to the weſtern clime. 
To Ez ypt firſt the;.came, where they did prove 
Wonders of anger once, bur now of love. 
The ren Commandments there did flouriſh more 
Then the ten bitter plagues had done before. 
_ Macarius and great Anthonie = 
Made Pharaoh Moſes, changing th' hiſtoric, 
Goſhen was darknefle, Eg ypt full of lights, 
Nilus for monſters brought forth Iſraelites. 
Such power hath mighcic Baptiſme to produce 
For things misſhapen, things of _ uſe. 
How deare t0 me, 0 God, thy counſels are! 

.- Who maywith thee compares 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
Gave her the higheſt place in all mens hearts, 
Learning was pos'd, Philoſophie was ſet, 
Sophilters taken in'a fiſhers ner. 
Plato and Ariſtotle were at aloſle, 
And wheel'd abouc again to ſpell Chri/#- Croſſe. 
Prayers chas'd (yllogilmes imo their den, = 
And Erga was transform'd into Amen. 
Though Greece took horſe as ſoon as Eg yp# did, 
And Rome as both; yet Egypt faſter rid, 
And ſpent her period and prefixed time 
Before che-other, Greece being palt her prime, 
Religion went to Rome, ſubduing thoſe, 
Who, that they mighe ſubdue, made all their foes, 
The Warrier his deere skarres no more relounds, 
Bur ſeems to yeeld Chriſt hath the greater woundsz 
Wounds willingly endur'd co work his bliſle, _ 


Who by an ambulh loſt his Paradiſe, The 
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The great heart ſtoops, and taketh from the duſt 
A (ad repentance, not the ſpoils of luſt, | 
Quitting his ſpear, leſt it ſhould pierce again 
Him in his members, who for him was (lain. 
The Shepherds hook grew to a ſcepter here, 
' Giving new names and numbers to the yeare. 
Bur th* Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them 
Who were cut ſhort in Alexanders ſtemme. 
In both of theſe Prowefle and Arts did rame 
And tune mens hearts againſt the Goſpel came: 
Which uling, and not fearing skill in th one, 
Or ſtrength in th? other, didere& her throne. 
Many arent and ſtruggling th' Empire knew, 
As dying things are wont) untill it flew 
t length to Germagie, ſtill weſtward bending, 
And there the Churches feſtivall attending: * 
That as before Empire and Arts made way, 
Ys no lefle Harbingers would ſerve then they ) 
they mighe Rill, and point us our the place 


Where firſt the Church ould raiſe her down-caſt face. Þ 


Strength levels grounds, Art.makes a garden therez | 
"Then ſhoyeres Religion, and makesall to bear. 
Spain in the Empire ſhar'd with Germazie, 
But England in the higher viRorie; 
Giving the Church a crown to keep her ſtate, 
And not go leſſe then ſhe had done of late. 
Conſtantines Britiſh line meant this of old, 
And did this myſteric wrap up and fold 
Within a ſheet of paper, which was rent | 
From Times great Chronicle, and hither (ene. . 
Thus both the Church and Sunne together ran 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. . 
How deare to me, 0 God, thy counſels are! 

Who may with thee compare? 
Much about one and the ſame time and place, 
Both vyhere and when the Church began her _ 

La inne 
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t Sinne did ſer out of Eaſtern Babylen, 

And travell'd vweftward alſo: journeying on 

He chid the Church ayay, where e're he came, 

Breaking her peace, and tainting her good name. 

At firſt he got to FEPrs and did ſoy 

Gardens of gods, which ev*ry yeare did grow; 

m Freſh and fine deities. They were ar great coſt, 
Who for a god clearely a Caller loſt. 

Ahlwhata thing is man devoid of grace, 

Adoring aſs with an humble face, 
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Begging his food of that which he may eat, 
Starving the while he worſhippeth his meat! 
| Who makes a root his god, how low is he, 
If God and man'be ſever'd infinitely! - 
What wretchedneſle can give him any room, 
Whoſe houſe is foul while he adores his broom? 
{ Nonewillbelceve this noye, though money be 
) | Tan usthe ſamegranſplanted foolerie, 
Thus Sinne in Eg ypt ſneaked for a whilez 
face. His higheſt as an oz or crocodile, | 
And ſucipoote ginie,Thence he ro Greece doth paſſe 
 Andbeing craftier much then goodneſle was, 
| He left bekinde him garriſons of finnes, | 
To make good that which ev'ry.day he winnes. 
! Here Sinne took heart, and for agarden-bed 
Rich ſhrines and oracles ke purchaſed: _ 
He grew a gallant, and would needs foretell 
As well what ſhould befall, as what befell. 
Nay, he became a poer, and would ſerve 
His pills of ſublimate in that conſerve. 
The world came both with hands and purſes ful 
To this great lotterie, and all would pull. , 
But all was glorious cheating, brave deceit; ' 
Where ſome poore truths were ſhuſfled for a bait 
Tocredit him, and to diſcredit thoſe 


= .| Who after him ſhould braver truths diſcloſe, 
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From Greece he went to Rozye: and as before 
He was a God, novy he's an Emperour, 
Nero and others lodg'd him bravely there, 
Put him in truſt to oe the Romane ſphere. 
Glorie was his chief inſtrument of old: 
Pleaſure ſucceeded ſtraight, when that grevy cold 
Which-ſoon was blown to ſuch a mightie flame, 
"That though our Saviour did deſtroy the game, 
Diſparking oraclcs and all their rreaſure, 
Serring »fMition ta encounter pleaſurez 
Yer did a-rogue with hope of carnall joy 
Cheat the moſt ſubtill nations. Who.ſocoy, 
So trimme, as Greece. and Ee yþ7? yer their hearts. 
Are given over, for their curious arts, ſ 
Toſuch Mahbometan ſtupidities, 
As the old heathen would deem prodigies. 
How deare 10 we, O God, thy counſels are! 

Who may with thes campare? 
Onely the Weſt and Kome do keep them. free. 
From this contagiousjnfidelitie. .. 
And this is att the Rock, wiiercof they boaſt, 
As Rome will one day finde. unto her coſt. 
Sinne deing not-able to extirpate quite 
The Churcheshere, bravely refolv'd one night 
To bea Church-man too,and wear a Mitre: 
The old debauched ruffian would turn writers 
I faw him in his ſtudic, where he fate 
Buſiein controverſies ſprung of late. 
A gown and pen became him wondrous well: 
His grave aſpe& had more of heav'nthen hell: 
* Onely there was a handſome picture by, 
© Towhich he lent a corner of: hiseye.. 
As ſinne in Greece a Prophet was before, 
Andin old Roxze a mightie Emperourz 
So now being Prieſt he plainly did profeſle 
To make 3 jelt of Chriſts rhree ofiices: 
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The rather fince his ſcatter'd jugglings were 
United noy in one-both time and ſphere, 

From Eg ypt he took pettiedeiries, 

From Greece oracular infallibilities, 

And from-old Roz the libertie of pleaſure, 

By free diſpenſings of the Churches treaſure, 

Then in memoriall of his ancient throne, 

He did ſurname his palace: Babyloz. 

Yet, thathe might the better gain all nations, 

And make thatname good by their tranſmigrationg 
From all theſe laces, bas at divers times, | 
He took fine vizards to conceal his-crimes: 

From Egypt Anchoriſme and retiredneſſe, 


Learning from Greece, from old Rome ſtatelineſſe: 


And blending theſe he carri'd all mens eyes, 
While Truth (at by, counting his viRories: 
Whereby he grew _ ,and ſcorn'd to uſe 
Such force as once did captivate the'Jevys; 

Bur did bewitch, and finely work each nation 
Into a voluntarie tranſmigration. 

All poſte tro Rome: Princes ſubmit their necks 
Either r his publick foot or private tricks, 

It did not fit his gravitie to ffirre, 

Nor his long journey, nor hisgour and furre, 
Therefore he ſent out able miniſters, | 
Stateſmen within, without doores cloiſterets? 
Who without ſpear, or ſword; or other drumme 
Then what was in their tongue did overcome; 
And having conquer'd, did lo ſtrangely rnle, 
That the whole world did ſeem but the P 

As new and old Rome did one Empire twiſtz 
So both together are one Antichriſt, 

Yet with awo faces, as their Janus was; 
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Being in this their old crackt looking-glafle? 


How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are! _ 
Who way with thee _— 
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Thus Sinne triumphs in Weſtern Bahylonz The 
" Yer not as Sinne, bur as Religion. The 
Of his two thrones he made the latter beſt, My ( 
And to defray his journey from the eaſt, " Bycz 
Old and new Babylon are to hell and night, For 
As is the moon and ſunne to heay'n and light. Relig 
When th' one did ſer, the other did take place, Wet 
Confronting equally the layy and grace, Wea 
They are he abate, Satans double creſt: Tho; 
T hey are Sinnes nipples, feeding th' eaſt and weſt. Top: 
But as in vice the copic ſtill exceeds Tag 
The pattern, but not ſo in vertuous deeds; Bur | 
So though Sinne made his latter ſear the better, Yeta 
The latter Church is to the firſta debter. So Si 
The ſecond Temple could not reach the firſt; They 
And the late reformation never durſt Both 
Compare with ancient times and purer yeares; And 
Bur in the Jeyvs and us deſerveth tears. U ſhe! 
Nay, it ſhall ey'ry yeare decreaſe and fade; Spain 
Till (ach a darknefle do the world inyade The ( 
At Chrifts laſt coming, as his firſt did finde: Thar 
Yet muſt there ſuch proportions be affign'd Andr 
To theſe diminiſhings, as is berween Judge 
The ſpacious world.and Juzy to be cen, Thus 
cm ſtands on tip-toc in our land; Light 
Ready to paſſe tothe Awerices ſtrand. Thus 
When height of malice, and prodigious lufts, The C 
Impudent fianing, witchcrafts, and diſtruſts But as 
{ The marks of turure; bane ) ſhall ll our cup. So alle 
U mo the brimme, and make our.meaſure up: Still ex 
When Seiz ſhall fallow Tiber, and the Thawes Totin 
By letting in them both pollutes her ſtreams: How 4 


When Iralie of. us ſhall haye her will, 
And all hgr calender of finnes fulfill; : 
Whereby one may forctell, what.Gones.next-yeare 

Shall þqgh in F74nce and England, domineer: 
"Nr of | 
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Then ſhall Religion to Americe flee: - 
They have their times of Goſpel, ev'n as we. 
My God, thou doſt prepare for them a way 
By carrying firſt their gold from them away: 
For gold and grace did never yet agree. 
Religion alwayes ſides with poyertie, 
We think we rob them, but we think amiſſe: 
We are more poore, and they more rich by this. 
Thou wilt revenge their quarrell, —_— 
To pay our debts, and leave our ancient p 
T a go to them, while that which-novy their nation 
Bur lends to us, ſhall be our deſolation. 
Yet as the Charch ſhall thither weſtward flie, 
So Sinne ſhall trace and dog her inſtantly; 
They have their period alſo and ſer times 
Both for their vertuous aRions and their crimes. 
And where of old the Empire and the Arts 
Uſher'd the Goſpel ever in mens hearts, 
Spain hath done one; when Arts perform the other, 
The Church ſhall come, & Sin the Church ſhall ſmo- 
That when they have accompliſhed the round, (ther: 
And met in th' caſt their firſt and ancient ſound, . 
Judgement may meet them both 8 ſearch them round 
Thus do both lights, as well in Church as Sunne, 
Light one another, and together runne. | 
Thus alſo Sinne and Darknefle follow ſtill 
The Church and Sunne with all their power and skill, 
But as the Sunne ſtill gates both weſt and eaſt 
So alſo did the Church by going welt 
Still eaſtward go; becauſe it dreyy more neare 
Totime and place, where judgement ſhall appeare. 
How deare to me, O God, tty counſels are! 
Who may with thee compare? 
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Ing of lorie, King of peace, 
Wuh £ one —_ of Je to ceaſe; 
With the other blefle thy ſheep, 
"Thee to1ove, inthee to ſleep. 
Let not Sinne DR hy 1d, | 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold 
That thy death isalſo dead, x A 
While his conqueſts daily ſpread; | 6. 
That thy fleſb hath loſt his food, The 
And thy Crofit is common wood. | The 
Choke him, lec him-ſay no more, . Ana 
Burreſerve his breath in ſtore, | M 
Till thy conqueſts and his fall T6 a, 
Make his fighs to uſe ir all, 1þ 
And then bargain with the vwinde The. 
To diſcharge what is behinde. A he 
| Anti 
_ Bleſſed be God alone, Avar 
Thrice bleſſed Three in One, FROs 
T] 
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